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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				I nervously pushed open the door of the classroom and peered inside. I had been told to arrive five minutes early and the classroom was empty except for the lecturer. “Come in, come in!” he said upon spotting me hovering apprehensively in the doorway.
			

			
				I entered and approached his desk. “Great, lovely to meet you,” he said. “Just need you to fill in the liability waiver here.” He indicated a form on the desk. “Just the standard agreement. You’ll get paid at the end of the class. And… you are aware that this is a practical demonstration and you will be fully naked?”
			

			
				“Yes… of course,” I stammered, picking up a pen and scanning the document. I was quite used to being naked in life classes for the art facility, but this was my first time as a model in the biology department.
			

			
				I noticed that the room wasn’t quite as empty as I had first thought. Sitting quietly in a chair next to the blackboard was a boy. He was kind of cute, with quite long wavy hair. He glanced at me uneasily, but didn’t seem to want to make eye contact. “This is George, the male model for the demonstration,” the professor said. “Take a seat next to him please.”
			

			
				I went and sat in the adjacent chair. His hands were clasped on his lap, and he was entwining his fingers nervously. I recognised him as a fellow third year student, although I hadn’t spoken to him before. “First time too?” I asked him, trying to make conversation, but just then the door burst open and a number of noisy students rushed in, chatting and joking with each other. The room soon filled up, and they all took their places facing the front in individual seats with the little built-in desks.
			

			
				Once the room was full, the professor began the lesson. I pretty much tuned out to what he was saying and scanned the students sitting facing us. They were first years, so I didn’t know any of them, thankfully. A mixture of boys and girls, most of the boys kept glancing at me and smirking. After about five minutes I was suddenly aware that the professor was introducing the two of us models and asked us to come and stand at the front.
			

			
				“If you can both remove your clothes, please,” he said. I must admit, I do get a slight thrill being naked in front of the art classes I have modelled in. I like the feeling of all their eyes on my body and I expected this to be no different. I pulled my sweater over my head and then my vest top. I unbuttoned my jeans and slipped them down to the floor, pulling off each leg in turn until I was just in the simple white underwear I had chosen.
			

			
				Next to me, George was also down to his Calvin Klein underpants. I glanced over as he pulled them down and almost gasped out loud. His cock, although soft, was massive, both thick in girth and very long. It hung down limply between his legs, framed by a thick patch of hair that also extended up his belly and chest.
			

			
				I hastily turned my eyes back to the class and unhooked my bra, exposing my small, firm breasts. Then I removed my final item of clothing, slipping down my knickers and revealing my own trimmed bush to the watching eyes. Some of the students looked embarrassed, red in the face, but others looked excited. One boy right at the front was giving me a big grin with a twinkle in his eye. 
			

			
				George and I stood there, upright and completely naked, as the professor walked back and forth in front of us, talking about various parts of anatomy and pointing at them his telescopic pointer. “Here we see,” he was saying, “the female nipples are not yet aroused. The areola are widened and flat and the nipples themselves are not yet hard.” The end of the pointer hovered an inch from one of my nipples.
			

			
				“And below,” he continued, moving the pointer to indicate the area between my legs, “the vulva. Not to be confused with the vagina, of course, which is the interior part we can’t see at the moment. In this subject you can see that she has chosen only to trim and not remove her pubic hair.”
			

			
				I was enjoying them all looking at me naked. Especially the boy in the front with the twinkling eyes. I felt myself getting a bit aroused and my heart was thumping in my chest.
			

			
				The professor moved on to George, pointing out his much smaller nipples and then his penis and testicles. I glanced over again as the professor explained that he was uncircumcised. He made no mention of the fact that George’s cock was freakishly big.
			

			
				“Okay,” he said, striding back in front of me. “Sabrina, if you could lie on the desk please. Yes, like that, lift your legs up.” I led on the desk, my feet facing the students. Under his direction, I opened my legs up and put my feet on the desk. Fuck, they could all see my opening now. I felt a further thrill at the thought, but I couldn’t see them as I was looking up at the ceiling.
			

			
				The professor began indicating parts of my vulva with his pointer. “This outer area here is the labia majora,” he was saying. The cold metal of the pointer touched me, and I felt him part my lips slightly with it. “The vaginal opening, and above, the labia minora. This subject has fairly small labia minora but it’s not uncommon for them to be much bigger and extend beyond the labia majora.”
			

			
				The pointer kept gently touching me. My heart was racing now and I felt my vagina getting wet. I hoped it wouldn’t be visible. “This is the urethral opening where urine is excreted from and also female ejaculate, we’ll be covering that in week five. And finally, the clitoris. Boys take careful note exactly where that is,” he joked as the pointer came to rest on my clitoris, nestled under its hood. The class tittered dutifully.
			

			
				“Thank you Sabrina, you can stand up again,” he told me. We stood naked and motionless before the class again as he continued to drone on about arousal. 
			

			
				Eventually he indicated to me again, “Now, remember how we saw that the subject was not showing any signs of arousal?” There were a few half hearted nods from the class. “George, can you rub or suck Sabrina’s nipples please and we’ll see if we can stimulate them.”
			

			
				George made eye contact with me nervously and then approached. He lifted one hand up to my breast and cupped it gently, then very carefully he rubbed my nipple with his thumb. It felt nice, and a burst of pleasure ran through me. The professor was getting excited now, “Look!” he declared, “as we expected, the areola has tightened and contracted and the nipple has hardened as blood has rushed into it.”
			

			
				I was enjoying the stimulation quite a lot and my breathing was getting deeper. “See how the subject’s breathing has also changed,” said the professor. “George, give the other one a suck, see how much you can stimulate it.”
			

			
				George bent down and took my other nipple into his mouth. His tongue was wet and warm and it explored my nipple. “Suck it please, not just lick it,” said the professor, not happy with George’s technique. He started sucking more effectively, pleasure flowing through my body. I let out an involuntary gasp, which seemed to please the professor no end as he gestured excitedly to the class.
			

			
				“Okay, that’s enough,” he said. George returned to his position beside me. The professor indicated my nipple with the pointer, and flicked it back and forth with the end, making me gasp again. “Look, it’s very hard and so much larger now. That’s the result of the extra stimulation we saw.”
			

			
				“There are other signs of arousal we can look at on the female in a moment,” he told the class, moving on. “But first let’s have a look at arousal on the male. Who can tell me the most obvious signs of arousal in the male of the species?”
			

			
				There was a slight hesitation in the class, and then a girl in the middle row wearing a beanie cautiously put up her hand. “Erection?” she asked.
			

			
				“Exactly!” said the professor. “All the same signs as we saw in the female are possible of course, increased heart rate, change in breathing, even hardened nipples, but the most obvious sign will be the erection.”
			

			
				Turning to me, he said, “Sabrina, can you get on your knees and stimulate George’s penis with your mouth please.” My heart missed a beat and then started racing. The thought of sucking George’s huge cock in front of the whole class sent a bolt of lightning to my cunt.
			

			
				The professor reached behind the desk and handed me a cushion. I put it on the floor in front of George and knelt on it. His cock was inches from my face. It was still soft, but so long. I gingerly reached up and held it, my hand only just reached all the way round his girth. I felt it twitch in my hand. I wrapped my other hand around it too, and that still left a couple of inches, which I put in my mouth.
			

			
				Now it was George’s turn to start breathing heavily as my tongue played with the head of his cock. I could feel it pulsing and swelling in my hands and mouth, thickening and hardening. I bobbed my head back and forth, only getting a couple of inches in my mouth, but using my hands to wank his shaft too. 
			

			
				The class was absolutely silent and they watched in rapt attention as I sucked him and he got harder and bigger. I could feel their stares on us. I was getting such a thrill doing this in front of so many people, and my cunt was now soaking wet and aching with desire.
			

			
				I took his cock out of my mouth and looked up at it, still holding it in both hands. It was fully erect now in all its magnificence and wet with my saliva.
			

			
				“Perfect!” said the professor. “And quite an impressive specimen as you can see. Notice how the veins in the penis have become more prominent and also how the scrotum has become tense and doesn’t hang down so low.”
			

			
				I looked out at the class, all of them watching us breathlessly. Some of them looked flushed and uncomfortable, others looked excited. From my position on my knees I could see under the desks. All of the boys had large bulges in their trousers. Fuck, there were fifteen other hard cocks out there, the thought made me even more turned on. The girl in the beanie had her legs crossed and was squeezing her thighs together. There was a blonde girl in the front row sitting with her legs wide open. I could see her light blue panties had a darker wet area on the front.
			

			
				“Thank you Sabrina, I think you can let go now,” he said, causing a ripple of nervous laughter around the class and lightening the tension. I stood up and resumed my position, wiping my wet mouth with the back of my hand. George turned back to face the front, his big cock still pointing straight upwards.
			

			
				“Now, I mentioned there were other signs of female arousal. Let’s see if any have presented themselves. Sabrina, if you could turn around and bend over the desk for us please.” I did as he asked. “And if you could kindly spread yourself with your hands, thank you, that’s perfect.”
			

			
				I was bent over the desk now, my hands on my cheeks and spreading my cunt wide open. I was aware that the whole class could see my asshole and my open vagina. I felt the telescopic pointer against my ass. “So, who can tell me what signs of arousal we can see here?” the professor asked the class.
			

			
				I couldn’t see who was talking, but a boy cleared his throat and spoke up. “She’s wet, professor,” he said.
			

			
				“Good,” said the professor. “The vagina has produced some fluid to aid in lubrication, and you can see it’s practically dripping out in this case. The act of stimulating her partner has clearly caused her to become quite aroused. Anything else?”
			

			
				There was silence from the class. “Come on,” he encouraged. 
			

			
				After a few more moments, a nervous female voice said, “Labia are engorged?”
			

			
				“Yes! You can see that is quite obvious here,” the pointer touched my lips. “In fact, the whole vulva is slightly swollen and engorged with blood now. Her clitoris also looks a lot bigger and redder now.” I just stood there, bent over the desk, my nipples pressed against the cool wood as everyone stared at my cunt.
			

			
				“Right!” he said. “On to the next part of the demonstration. Sabrina, can you come round the side of the desk please, yes bend over the desk again. That’s right, so they can see you from the side. And George, you come behind her and penetrate her.” Fuck, my heart started racing again. He was going to fuck me in front of everyone? I desperately wanted him to fuck me, my cunt was aching for him, but in front of the class?
			

			
				I felt George approach me from behind, and then his cock pressed against my opening. He positioned it inside my folds and slid inside me in one movement. Deep inside me. I cried out as he stretched me open and filled me. Pleasure rushed through my body and I felt every cell tingling with energy. 
			

			
				I was bent over the desk, my head turned to the class. I could see their faces watching me as George thrust inside me, my cunt gripping him tightly. The boy with the nice eyes in the front row was still grinning at me hungrily. I could see his hand was on the bulge of his trousers under the desk. A few of the girls had their hands over their mouths in shock, but most of them were looking on with a longing interest. Beanie Girl in the second row also looked like she had one hand under the desk.
			

			
				George was fucking me quite hard and roughly. He had one hand on my ass, spreading my cheeks so he could see my asshole and lips gripping him. His other hand was on my back, holding me down onto the hard desk as he pounded me with his cock. I’d never been fucked like this before, and I was letting out a loud cry with every thrust.
			

			
				The professor was pacing up and down, still talking to the class, occasionally gesturing towards us as he explained something. I couldn’t understand what he was saying, my whole attention was taken up by the relentless pleasure in my core as George fucked me. I felt a climax rising inside me, which made me slightly anxious; I felt it would be embarrassing to lose control and orgasm in front of the class.
			

			
				Suddenly, the professor said, “Stop right there then George, that’s great.” George pulled out, and I glanced round. He held his hard cock in one hand and it was covered in my sticky, white essence. I felt empty and open, as if something I needed had been taken away from me and left me incomplete. The professor was pointing out the creamy wetness on George’s cock.
			

			
				“Okay, I think it would be interesting to demonstrate a couple of other key sexual positions,” he continued. “Sabrina, would you mind getting on your back on the desk and we can demonstrate the missionary position.”
			

			
				I lay on the hard desk, and the professor passed me the cushion to put under my head. Luckily, it was a sturdy, old fashioned oak desk, and it hardly moved as George added his weight to it, climbing on top of me between my legs.
			

			
				“Now, we saw in the previous position that the penis can stimulate the g-spot, but the clitoris would need manual stimulation. In the missionary position however, the male’s pubic bone can provide some clitoral stimulation.” He then continued to say something about it being the most common position, but at that point, George’s huge cock entered me and I completely switched off.
			

			
				Our gaze locked together and George began to fuck me hard again. I loved the feeling of him inside me, fucking me as deep as he could go. I felt my climax rising again. 
			

			
				“George, please. Can we demonstrate some kissing, let’s try to make it slightly realistic for the class,” the professor told him, before going back to talking to the class about how the vaginal canal lengthened during arousal.
			

			
				George lent over, and his tongue was in mouth. He was warm, and tasted of mint. His curly hair hung down over my face. The combined sensation of the passionate kiss with hard thrusting into my cunt suddenly spiralled me out of control and I felt myself go over the edge of the precipice. An intense orgasm washed over me, consuming my whole body. I screamed and dug my fingers into George’s back as I rode wave after wave of pleasure that coursed through me.
			

			
				George slowed, and kissed me again as I came down from my high. The professor was continuing to talk to the class. “So, we weren’t going to do the female orgasm until week three, but never mind. As our subjects have accidentally demonstrated already, it’s interesting to note that only around 25% of females can climax from penetration alone.”
			

			
				George was slowly moving his cock in and out of my soaking cunt now, giving me a break after my orgasm, but it felt amazing. I was already hoping that I’d be able to meet up with him privately for a more intimate sex session. And he was a great kisser.
			

			
				“Fantastic,” said the professor. “But we’re running out of time, so let’s move on to the male orgasm.” He fetched a chair and placed it in front of the class. “George, if you could sit on the chair please. And Sabrina, if you mount him. Let’s make sure everyone can see properly.”
			

			
				I walked over to where George was sitting on the chair. My legs were weak and shaking from the orgasm. I could feel my juices running out of my cunt and down my leg and I was covered in sweat. Looking out at the class, Nice Eyes was clearly wanking under the desk now, as was Beanie Girl behind him. The rest of them were squirming in their seats looking hot and bothered.
			

			
				I turned my back on the class and straddled George, sinking down onto his cock, feeling him filling me once again. The professor was behind me pointing out the details of the penetration and how my lips gripped his penis. He also pointed to my exposed asshole, “We’ll cover anal sex in week four,” he told the class.
			

			
				I started to ride George, wrapping my arms around him as I rode him on the chair. I wanted the sensations to last forever. The thought of thirty pairs of eyes watching my lips wrapped around his cock only spurred me on even more. I started fucking George as hard as I could, leaning in to thrust my tongue in his mouth.
			

			
				“Okay George, when you’re ready you can climax inside her,” the professor said, folding his arms and stepping back slightly to allow the class a good view. George’s hands grabbed my ass and he spread me open with his fingers as I rode him. I felt myself coming again. I cried out as my whole body shook and my cunt contracted on his cock. His fingers gripped my ass tightly, and he let out a low groan as I felt him unload his cum inside me, his cock throbbing and pulsing.
			

			
				We held each other tightly as my orgasm washed over me, and his cum filled me. I grabbed his face in my hands and kissed him sensually. Even the professor was momentarily speechless. There was not a sound from anyone in the class.
			

			
				Finally, I lifted myself off his cock and floods of cum poured out of me, covering George’s cock and running down his legs to the floor. We were in quite a state, covered in sweat and cum.
			

			
				The professor regained his composure. “An excellent demonstration from our two models,” he began. “Please give them a round of applause.” There was a half-hearted smattering of clapping from the class.
			

			
				The professor continued. “The semen in this position is leaking out of the female. If they were having sex for breeding purposes, the missionary position would be better.”
			

			
				The bell for the end of the lesson rang and he raised his voice over the sounds of the rest of the class getting to their feet and packing up their things. “The homework for this week, please try to engage in the sexual act yourself and make notes on your experiences, there will be an essay due at the end of term.”
			

			
				The class filed out and George and I retrieved our clothes and hastily got dressed. The professor paid us both. “Good effort,” he said. “Same time next week.” And with that he left the classroom.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following week, I again pushed open the door to the classroom and stepped inside. George was already there, sitting by the blackboard. He didn’t look up as I cleared my throat. After the way he’d fucked me in front of the class last week, I’d thought we must have something special and had been desperate to hook-up with him in private. However, after the demonstration he had dressed quicker than me and left without a word before I could get his number. All week I’d been looking out for him around the university, but I hadn’t caught so much as a glimpse of him.
			

			
				“Hi George,” I called out across the classroom.
			

			
				He glanced up and gave me a brief nod, before going back to staring at his hands.
			

			
				“Ah, Sabrina,” boomed the professor. “Welcome back.”
			

			
				“Hello professor,” I said, walking over to take my seat next to George.
			

			
				Before I could ask George for his number, the classroom door burst open and a noisy bunch of students came through. In the lead was the boy with the twinkling eyes. Instead of making his way to a desk, he headed straight towards me.
			

			
				“Hi, Sabrina isn’t it?” he said, his lovely eyes shining as he smiled at me.
			

			
				I felt myself blushing. “Yes, what’s your name?”
			

			
				“Adam,” he replied. “I just wanted to say that I was really impressed by the way you handled yourself in the demonstration last week and…”
			

			
				“Take your seats please,” called the professor, sounding annoyed that so many students were still milling about.
			

			
				Adam rolled his eyes at me and went to his desk right at the front. The rest of the class also found their seats and the chatter died down.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The professor started to drone on, writing on the blackboard the main points from last week around anatomy and arousal. I tuned out, meeting Adam’s gaze and smiling at him. He was really cute and it seemed like he liked me.
			

			
				Eventually, the professor moved on to this week’s topic. “This week, we’re going to be looking in detail at the male orgasm,” he said, starting to pace up and down at the front of the class. “Now, after orgasm, the human male has a refractory period, which is the time that the body needs to recover before it can have sex again…”
			

			
				I glanced at George, trying to catch his eye, but he steadfastly ignored me.
			

			
				“...depending on the subject, it is typically between fifteen minutes and twenty-four hours,” continued the professor. “Although some males have been known to not have a refractory period at all. Our model, George,” he pointed at him with his telescopic pointer, “has told me that he has a very short refractory period for the first few orgasms, so we’re going to put that to the test. George?”
			

			
				George stood up and shuffled to the front of the class. 
			

			
				“If you could take off your clothes, please,” said the professor.
			

			
				George stripped down, pulling his plain, white t-shirt over his head and revealing his firm chest and abdomen. I watched from my seat, feeling a stirring of arousal between my legs. He slipped his trousers down and pulled them off, one leg at a time, struggling to stay balanced. That left him in just his tight, white pants.
			

			
				Holding my breath, I watched as George hooked his fingers into the waistband of his underwear. He pulled them down over his hips and let them drop to the floor. Even though I had been expecting it, I let out a little gasp when I saw the size of his cock again. It was huge, hanging down thick and soft between his legs. I couldn’t help but stare.
			

			
				Suddenly, I realised the professor had said my name. I looked up guiltily. What had he asked me to do?
			

			
				“Sabrina,” he said again. “If you could come and help George?”
			

			
				I stood and hurried to the front of the class. “Sorry professor, I wasn’t listening,” I said, feeling myself turn bright red as I moved next to George.
			

			
				“I was just saying, could you masturbate George for us please,” he repeated, sounding a little annoyed.
			

			
				I felt my heart start to race as I reached out and wrapped my hand around his thick cock, feeling it throb in my palm. I gave it a few strokes, and it started to slowly grow and harden.
			

			
				“Come on,” complained the professor, “we don’t have all day, there will be another class soon. Why don’t you take your top off to stimulate him?” There were a few giggles from the class.
			

			
				I pulled my top off over my head. I hadn’t bothered with a bra today and my small breasts were quickly exposed to the class. I saw George was looking at them. I started wanking him a bit more enthusiastically and his cock continued to grow. Soon it was fully hard and pointing up at a forty-five degree angle. It was the biggest dick I’d ever seen, with thick veins running down each side. How had he managed to get this inside me last week?
			

			
				“That’s better,” said the professor. “Now, let’s bring him to his first climax.”
			

			
				Using both hands now, one above the other, I started to wank him harder. I could barely get my fingers all the way around his shaft, he was so thick. George seemed to be enjoying it, his eyes were closed and his breaths coming quick and heavy.
			

			
				I was feeling quite aroused myself, my knickers feeling particularly damp. I could vaguely hear the professor continuing in the background. “I asked George not to ejaculate all week,” he was saying, “so I’m hoping we’ll get a good volume of semen.”
			

			
				My arms were starting to get a bit tired. Suddenly, I felt George’s hand on my ass. He cupped my cheek, giving it a gentle squeeze. I took that as a sign and upped my pace. I felt his hand tighten on my ass, and then…
			

			
				His cock throbbed once in my hand, and a huge stream of cum shot out towards the students. It reached just as far as the first row of desks, splattering on the desk of the girl who’d had the wet patch on her knickers last week. She gave a start of surprise, her hands going to her mouth. I kept stroking, and another load of cum spurted out, reaching almost as far. Load after load came out of his cock onto the floor, and each time I could feel the deep throb of his dick in my hands.
			

			
				Eventually, he stopped ejaculating across the classroom, and the last few releases dripped out the end, running down the shaft and over my fingers. The whole class was holding their collective breath.
			

			
				“Perfect,” said the professor, walking across the front of the class and stepping gingerly over the lines of cum on the floor. “A good amount of volume there. Now that I think about it, we should have captured and measured how much it was. A typical amount is around 1.5 to 5.0 milliliters, but as I mentioned, it can be more after a period of abstinence.”
			

			
				The girl at the front was running a finger through the splattering of cum across her desk, scooping some of it up and letting it drip off.
			

			
				“Okay Rachel,” said the professor, glaring at her. “No need to play with it.” 
			

			
				She wiped her hand on her skirt, looking embarrassed.
			

			
				I glanced at Adam, the one with the nice eyes. He was smirking at me as usual. I wondered if he had an erection under the desk like last time and felt another stab of heat between my legs.
			

			
				The professor moved his telescopic pointer to George’s penis, nudging it with the tip. “After ejaculation, the penis typically becomes flaccid again,” he was saying. George’s cock didn’t look that flaccid though, it had dipped down a little, but it was still mostly hard.
			

			
				“Sabrina,” the professor said, making me jump again. “See if you can make him fully erect again with your mouth.”
			

			
				My heart started racing as I knelt down in front of George. He looked down at me passively as I took his semi-erect cock in my hand again and pulled it into my mouth, tasting the last drops of cum on my tongue. He let out a little sigh as my lips wrapped around him. I bobbed my head back and forth a few times, taking him as deep as I dared without him touching the back of my throat. It didn’t take long before he was fully erect again.
			

			
				“Splendid,” said the professor. “Now let’s see if oral can make him climax a second time.”
			

			
				I set to work enthusiastically, alternating between licking up and down his long shaft and taking it into my mouth. Each time, I tried my best to get it into my throat to take him all the way, but it was just too thick and I gagged a few times until saliva was running down my chin.
			

			
				As usual, the professor had something to say about that. “Now, this is interesting. As you can see, our female subject is struggling with her gag reflex.”
			

			
				I tried again to prove him wrong, relaxing my throat as much as possible and sticking out my tongue. I gagged again and had to take his cock out of my mouth to breathe.
			

			
				“Kinsey’s research showed that both males and females are able to suspend their gag reflex with practice, especially when aroused,” he continued.
			

			
				I was determined to do this. I closed my eyes, focusing on the sensations of my tongue on his shaft and trying not to think about gagging. I slid it slowly deeper and deeper, feeling my throat muscles tighten around his thick head. It was working! I pulled out slightly and tried again, pushing all the way until my lips touched his body. I’d done it, his cock was fully in my throat. I started to bob my head slightly, fucking my throat with his cock.
			

			
				I could hear a few gasps of amazement and whispers from the students.
			

			
				“Ah, she’s managed it after all,” said the professor, turning away without even sounding impressed.
			

			
				“Now,” he continued. “There’s a few extra tricks she could try to help him reach climax. Anyone got any suggestions?”
			

			
				There was a pause from the class as I continued to fuck my throat with his cock. Then I heard the familiar voice of the girl with the beanie pipe up. “Fondle his balls?”
			

			
				“Yes,” the professor replied, “Why not? Sabrina?”
			

			
				I reached up, massaging his large, dangling balls with one hand as I continued to suck him.
			

			
				“Anyone else?” asked the professor.
			

			
				There was a pause. And then a male voice from the back said, “Finger up the bum?” There was some sniggering from the students.
			

			
				“Excellent!” boomed the professor. “That’s a sure way to push some males over the edge.”
			

			
				Still sucking hard, my throat sore, I moved my hand between George’s legs. Using my middle finger, I found the tight ring of muscle around his asshole. I circled it for a moment, trying to relax him, and then I thrust the finger inside.
			

			
				Above me, George was letting out low groans of surprise and pleasure. “Fuck,” I heard him whisper as his cock throbbed in my throat. “I’m going to come,” he hissed.
			

			
				I pulled his cock out of my mouth, panting heavily. The second it was out of my mouth it gave a solid twitch and he ejaculated right over my face. The first load lay a line from my cheek to my hair. The second load caught me right in the eye. I screwed my eyes up, feeling load after warm load splatter across my face. I stuck my tongue out, letting some of it run down into my mouth.
			

			
				I wiped it out of my eyes and peered up blurrily at George, his cock still throbbing as the last loads of cum pulsed out onto the floor. The professor hadn’t even been looking and was writing the list of additional techniques on the blackboard.
			

			
				“Sir?” said the beanie girl, putting her hand up. “He’s finished.”
			

			
				“Oh really? Marvellous,” said the professor, coming back to the front to see. “Well, someone get her some tissues then.”
			

			
				Adam got up from his desk and retrieved a box of tissues from the side of the classroom. I couldn’t help noticing that his cock was straining at his jeans. He passed the tissues to me with a smirk and I attempted to clean myself up. I glanced round at the class; they were all watching in rapt attention. From my position on my knees I could see that all the boys were once again sporting large bulges in their trousers.
			

			
				“So,” said the professor, turning to the class. “Was there less ejaculate the second time?”
			

			
				“Didn’t seem like it, professor,” said one of the girls, with a smirk.
			

			
				“Any other observations?”
			

			
				“He didn’t give her enough warning,” said a boy, making the rest of the class giggle.
			

			
				“Okay, enough,” said the professor and the class quietened down. “While we give him five minutes, let’s just recap what makes up the seminal fluid.”
			

			
				Still cleaning myself up, I returned to my seat. George came and sat next to me, still naked, his large, soft cock hanging between his legs. I couldn’t stop looking at it as the professor droned on.
			

			
				“Sorry about your eye,” he whispered.
			

			
				“It’s fine,” I whispered back, even though it was starting to sting.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After five or ten minutes, the professor called us both up to the front. George’s cock was soft, but I still couldn’t get over just how long it was. It was bigger than most of the boys I’d been with, even when they were hard.
			

			
				“So George,” said the professor, “After ejaculating twice, how easy do you feel it will be to get an erection?”
			

			
				“Harder than before,” he muttered, so quietly that I could barely hear him. “I mean, not harder… you know… more difficult.”
			

			
				“And how best should we approach that, do you think?” he asked.
			

			
				George muttered something I couldn’t quite hear and turned red.
			

			
				“Speak up,” said the professor loudly.
			

			
				George cleared his throat, “Watching Sabrina… touch herself… would help.” he said shyly.
			

			
				“An excellent idea!” boomed the professor. “Sabrina?”
			

			
				“Yes professor?”
			

			
				“Take off your skirt and knickers and lay on the table for us please.” He turned to the class. “It’s common for visual stimulation to be effective, especially in males.”
			

			
				I pulled down my skirt, and then my knickers, exposing my trimmed bush to the class. I felt a thrill rush through me, the same as when I modelled for life drawing class. Something about everyone looking at my most intimate areas sent a rush of arousal between my legs. I glanced at Adam, his twinkly eyes were looking at my body hungrily.
			

			
				I climbed up onto the table and lay facing George with my legs bent and my feet flat on the surface of the table. Then I parted my legs, feeling my wet and aroused pussy open up. My heart raced at the thought of George staring inside me and I looked at him between my legs. He had his hand on his giant cock, stroking slowly back and forth as his gaze fixed on me. I could see it was already growing.
			

			
				My cunt was aching with desire, so I slipped my hand between my legs. My fingers applied a firm pressure to my clit and I circled it, feeling my breathing get faster as the pleasure from my touch rushed through my body.
			

			
				I felt the cool metal of the professor’s telescope pointer against my thigh. “Everyone… note the obvious signs of arousal we discussed last week.” I was so wet that I felt a little bead of my juices dripping out of my vagina and running down my ass. I increased the pace slightly with my fingers and let out an audible gasp.
			

			
				George’s cock was almost fully erect now. God it was impressive; so hard, straight and long. He moved closer. Fuck, was he going to… put it in me again? I gasped louder with pleasure and anticipation. Moving from my clit, I thrust two fingers into my tight, wet opening, fingering myself and stretching my vagina open. I added another finger, pushing them in as deep as I could, feeling myself relax and open up. I moaned with pleasure, trying to be quiet but failing.
			

			
				George was right between my legs now, his cock throbbing and hard. The class faded away, and all I could think about was him fucking me. I pulled my soaked fingers out, leaving myself gaping and open. George grabbed my legs and pulled me roughly to the edge of the table. The tip of his cock nestled inside my folds, the gentle touch sending me spiralling with pleasure. He thrust inside me.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” I moaned, feeling his thick shaft stretch me open. He thrust deeper and deeper inside me in one smooth movement, taking my breath away. Even when I thought he must be fully inside, he kept going, inch after inch until I was utterly filled with his enormous cock. When I finally felt his balls against my ass, the tip of his dick was pressed firmly against my cervix. I thought I might come right then.
			

			
				But suddenly he pulled almost all the way out, leaving me panting. Then he thrust back inside and I cried out as he stretched me all over again. I felt his big hand on my chest, holding me down firmly just below the throat. The sudden rush of his dominance almost pushed me over the edge, I could feel the pressure inside me waiting to burst. He started fucking me hard, right on the table in front of the whole class.
			

			
				The professor was saying something about the vagina stimulating the penis, but I wasn’t listening. All I could focus on was the way George was taking me hard, filling my cunt over and over again. Suddenly, the dam burst and I climaxed, squealing embarrassingly as the waves of pleasure consumed my body. I felt my cunt contracting on his dick as he continued to fuck me through it.
			

			
				And then suddenly he pulled out, leaving me open and empty. He held his cock firmly in his hand and cum erupted out of it, laying a long line all the way up my body. Another load followed, and another, leaving long white streaks all the way to my breasts.
			

			
				As the last load of cum dripped out of his cock onto my bush, the bell rang, signalling the end of the lesson. At first, George and I just stayed frozen there, panting heavily as the class noisily got to their feet and packed up their things.
			

			
				As the last of the class filed out and the professor wiped the blackboard, we started getting dressed. I’d just pulled up my knickers when I looked up to see Adam standing there, eyes shining.
			

			
				“Hello again,” he said.
			

			
				“Hi,” I said, aware that I was still half-naked, sweaty and sticky from cum.
			

			
				He handed me a piece of paper. “I just wanted to give you my number. Maybe you’d like to go and get a coffee or something sometime?”
			

			
				I blushed. “I would, thank you,” I said, taking the piece of paper. He was very good looking.
			

			
				“Right then,” he smiled.
			

			
				“Right then.”
			

			
				Finally Adam turned away and headed for the door. I looked round to see George was already dressed and was collecting his pay from the professor. Before I could grab him and ask him for his number, he was out the door, hot on the heels of Adam.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, I went to bed early but slept fitfully. My dreams were filled with images of George pounding me on the desk, his massive cock stretching me open more than ever before. But sometimes he was replaced with Adam. In my dream Adam’s dick was just as big as George’s. They both wanted me, and I wanted them both. But I couldn’t decide between them. 
			

			
				I woke up about midnight sweating, my cunt dripping with arousal. I sank my fingers deep inside myself, imagining having one sexy boy after the other. I masturbated until I came, shuddering against the sheets. But even after that release, I couldn’t calm down enough to sleep, I was still too fucking horny.
			

			
				I reached for the piece of paper with Adam’s number on it, turning it over in my hands. If George was going to avoid me anyway, why not hook up with Adam instead? Without overthinking, I sent him a message, asking if he was still awake and wanted to come over. Given the time, it was clear enough why I wanted to see him.
			

			
				Adam was indeed up, and he seemed delighted to be asked over. I let him in, putting my finger on my lips to keep him quiet so we didn’t wake my flatmates as we tiptoed up the stairs to my room. Once we were inside my dimly lit bedroom, I pulled him close, our lips meeting in a deep, urgent kiss. His tongue explored mine as his hands slid down to caress the top of my ass, pulling me even closer.
			

			
				“Thanks for coming over,” I purred when we finally broke apart.
			

			
				“I’ve been thinking about you a lot,” he murmured, taking my hand and guiding me towards the bed.
			

			
				His lips found mine again, kissing me deeply while his fingers worked at the hem of my top. He pulled it up slowly, his hands brushing my sides as the fabric slid off over my head, leaving me bare-chested before him.
			

			
				“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his eyes roaming over my body.
			

			
				I smiled, feeling a delicious thrill at the way he looked at me, as though he couldn’t get enough. His hands moved to the waistband of my shorts, tugging them down along with my knickers in one smooth motion. I lay back and opened my legs for him, letting him see my pussy, glistening with arousal.
			

			
				He didn’t hesitate, lowering his mouth to my cunt with a hunger that sent a shiver up my spine. His tongue flicked out, warm and wet as it parted my folds, tasting me with slow, deliberate strokes. He explored every inch of me with his tongue, teasing and circling, then flattening it to lick broad, sensual strokes. The pressure built with every movement, and my hips moved involuntarily towards his mouth, desperate for more.
			

			
				As his tongue worked, his fingers joined in, sliding inside my soaking cunt. He curled them just right, pressing against that perfect spot, sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. “Fuck,” I gasped, my fingers gripping the sheets as I squirmed beneath him. He really knew what he was doing.
			

			
				His mouth shifted, and he captured my clit between his lips, sucking gently at first, then harder. His tongue flicked over the sensitive bud in rhythm with his fingers thrusting inside me. The combination was overwhelming, his mouth, his fingers, the wet sounds of him devouring me. My moans grew louder, my body arching as the pressure in my core built higher and higher.
			

			
				“God, Adam,” I whimpered, barely able to form the words as his fingers picked up the pace, fucking me harder while his tongue swirled over my clit. It was almost too much, my legs trembling as I felt the tension coiling tight, ready to snap.
			

			
				He didn’t stop, his movements growing more insistent as if he was determined to draw every ounce of pleasure from me. The pressure became unbearable, and with one last flick of his tongue, I cried out, my body shattering as the orgasm tore through me, leaving me shaking beneath him.
			

			
				Adam slowed, his fingers and tongue gentle now, coaxing every last wave of pleasure from me as I tried to catch my breath. When he finally pulled away, his lips glistened, and he looked up at me with a satisfied grin.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I said, still breathless. “That was amazing. Have you done that to lots of girls?”
			

			
				“Quite a few,” he admitted with a smirk, his confidence only adding to the heat burning inside me.
			

			
				The thought of him pleasing other women, fucking them senseless, made my cunt pulse with renewed arousal. I pushed myself up, leaning towards him as I ran my fingers over his chest, tracing the lines of his muscles.
			

			
				“Well,” I said, locking eyes with him, “now I want to show you what I can do. Take off your clothes.”
			

			
				Adam stripped off slowly, a teasing grin on his face as he let me take in every inch of his body. He pulled his shirt over his head first, revealing his sculpted chest and defined abs. His skin glowed in the dim light, muscles rippling with every movement. My eyes moved down to the trail of dark hair that led from his navel to the waistband of his jeans, and I bit my lip in anticipation.
			

			
				He unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops making my heart race. His fingers toyed with the button of his jeans before finally popping it open, and then he slid them down his hips. I watched as they fell to the floor, leaving him in nothing but a snug pair of black briefs that clung to his thighs and barely contained the thick outline of his cock.
			

			
				I was unable to tear my eyes away as he pushed them down, letting his cock spring free. I gasped out loud. Semi-erect, his cock was spectacularly big, as long and thick as George’s, exactly as I had dreamed about it. I reached out, wrapping my hand around the base of his shaft. It felt warm and heavy, the skin smooth as velvet over the steel hardness beneath. I stroked him slowly, watching as his cock twitched and grew even thicker in my hand.
			

			
				Adam climbed onto the bed and leaned back on his elbows, giving me access to his gorgeous, naked body. I knelt between his legs, my hands already gliding over his thighs. His cock stood tall and hard, the tip glistening with pre-cum, and I couldn’t resist running my tongue over my lips at the sight.
			

			
				Starting slow, I leaned in and kissed the inside of his thigh, my lips brushing against his skin as I worked my way up. My tongue flicked out occasionally, tasting him, teasing him, as my hands caressed his thighs and hips. His breathing grew heavier, and I felt a surge of satisfaction knowing I was driving him wild.
			

			
				When I finally reached his cock, I started with just my hand, wrapping my fingers around his shaft and stroking him slowly. I let my thumb circle the head, spreading the pre-cum as I watched his face twist with pleasure. Then I leaned in, letting my tongue flick over the tip before taking him into my mouth.
			

			
				“Fuck,” Adam groaned, his head falling back as his cock twitched.
			

			
				I swirled my tongue around the head, sucking gently before sliding down further, taking more of him in. My hand worked the base of his cock in time with the movements of my mouth, creating a rhythm that had him gripping the sheets. I looked up at him, my lips wrapped around his length. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder as I moved faster, my free hand cupping his balls and massaging them lightly.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re so good at that,” he gasped. 
			

			
				Encouraged, I took him deeper, letting his cock slide to the back of my throat, fighting the urge to gag. He groaned loudly, one of his hands reaching down to tangle in my hair, guiding me but not forcing. I pulled back slightly, letting him slip out of my mouth with a wet pop. “I need you to fuck me,” I said.
			

			
				Adam didn’t hesitate. He pushed me back onto the bed, his strength making my pulse quicken. He kissed me deeply, his cock pressing against my thigh, hot and hard. He positioned himself between my legs, spreading them wide as he knelt between them. His cock brushed against my entrance, and I could feel how wet I was, practically dripping for him.
			

			
				Adam slid the tip of his cock through my folds, teasing me as he nudged my clit, making me gasp and arch my hips towards him. “Please,” I whimpered, desperate to feel him inside me.
			

			
				“You want it?” he teased.
			

			
				“Fuck yes,” I moaned. “I need it.”
			

			
				With one slow, steady thrust, he pushed inside me, stretching me as my walls clenched around him. I cried out, the feeling of him filling me completely was almost overwhelming.
			

			
				“God, you’re so tight,” he groaned as he sank deeper, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. Fuck, he really was as big as George, and that was saying something. My nails dug into his shoulders as I adjusted to his size, the stretch both intense and incredible.
			

			
				Adam began to move, pulling out almost completely before driving back in, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first. Each stroke sent a shock of pleasure through my body, making me cry out and claw at his back.
			

			
				He leaned down, his lips capturing mine in a heated kiss as his pace quickened, his hips slamming against me with a force that made the bed creak beneath us. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him even closer as our bodies moved together, desperate and hungry for each other.
			

			
				“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he growled, his hands gripping my wrists and pinning me to the bed as he drove into me harder, deeper. The pleasure built rapidly, the heat pooling low in my belly until it felt like I might explode. “Adam, I’m gonna…” I couldn’t even finish the sentence before the orgasm hit, my body arching as the waves of pleasure crashed over me.
			

			
				He didn’t stop, fucking me through it, his movements growing more frantic as he chased his own release. With a deep groan, Adam buried himself inside me one last time, his cock pulsing as he came, filling me with his warmth. He collapsed on top of me, his breath hot against my neck as we lay there, sweaty and tangled together.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” he said after a moment, lifting his head to look at me. “Sorry, I didn’t last very long.”
			

			
				I laughed softly, running my fingers through his damp hair. “You were perfect. Besides, we’ve got all night.”
			

			
				That made him grin. “All night, huh?”
			

			
				“Unless you’re too tired,” I teased, shifting beneath him, feeling his cock still buried inside me, softening only slightly.
			

			
				“Tired?” he repeated. He pulled back slightly, slipping out of me, and I felt the warmth of his release dripping down my ass. “Never.”
			

			
				We fucked again. And again. By the time the first light of dawn crept through the window, we were both utterly spent, lying in a sweaty, satisfied heap on the bed. Adam’s arm draped over me, his chest rising and falling against my back as he whispered, “I don’t think I’ve ever had a night like that.”
			

			
				“Me neither,” I replied, already feeling myself drifting off to sleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following week, when I turned up at Human Sexuality Class, I was surprised to see the professor had a seriously large array of vibrators and dildos arranged in a line on his desk. I was even more surprised to see a comfortable looking grey sofa right in front of the professor’s desk. As I walked across the classroom, I saw he was writing something on the blackboard. “Good morning, Sabrina,” he said without turning around.
			

			
				“Good morning, professor,” I replied, taking my usual seat next to George.
			

			
				George gave me a brief nod, his wavy, shoulder length hair covering his face as he looked back down at his lap.
			

			
				“George,” I said, determined to finally get his phone number. “Um… could I have your number? In case we… need to talk outside class… or something.” I realised I sounded like an idiot. I also didn’t mention that I’d spent quite a lot of time that week trying to find him on social media, but so far I hadn’t turned up a single thing. It seemed like he didn’t exist.
			

			
				“Er… okay,” he said. “I’ll give it to you after the class?”
			

			
				“Right,” I said, wondering why he couldn’t do it now.
			

			
				Just then, the door burst open and the students flooded though, making even more noise than usual.
			

			
				“Okay, settle down,” said the professor after a few moments and silence descended on the class. “Now, last week we looked in detail at the male orgasm, so this week we’re going to focus on the climax of the female.” He gestured at the sofa. “To make things more comfortable for our female model, I have acquired a sofa. If any of the other lecturers ask if you’ve seen the sofa from the staff room, please don’t say anything.”
			

			
				There were a few titters of laughter around the room. He continued. “There are many types of orgasm, I’ve written some of them on the board.”
			

			
				I looked over at the blackboard. Some I recognised, or could guess what they were but others were a mystery. Coregasm? Sleepgasm? Could you have an orgasm in your sleep? Nipple orgasm? I had no idea it was possible to have an orgasm in your nipples.
			

			
				“The most common…” continued the professor, “are the clitoral, vaginal and blended orgasms. I hope to demonstrate some of those today. Anal we’ll leave until next week and the g-spot or squirting orgasm we’ll talk about in week five. Any questions?”
			

			
				Several of the students put their hands up, but he turned away and ignored them. “Good. Sabrina?” he said, summoning me to the front, gesturing for me to sit on the sofa.
			

			
				“Now, the female orgasm is often harder to obtain than the male orgasm.  Around 15% of women have never had an orgasm. According to one study, 61% of males have an orgasm every time they have sex, but only 30% of women report the same. This is called the Orgasm Gap.” There was some surprised murmuring from the class.
			

			
				The professor continued to drone on with statistics as I relaxed on the sofa. I met Adam’s eyes and he winked at me. I had a suddenly flashback to being fucked senseless by him and felt a rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				After a few more minutes, the professor picked up one of the vibrators and brought it over to me on the sofa. It was like a small, pink egg with a raised hole at one end. “This,” he told the class, “is a clit sucker. It’s practically guaranteed to give the female a clitoral orgasm, but they only became popular in the last ten years or so. They work by covering the clitoris and sucking the air on and off very rapidly. Have you used one before Sabrina?”  
			

			
				I shook my head.
			

			
				“Well, let’s see how you get on. If you could remove your underpants please.”
			

			
				Today I was wearing tight gym shorts and I slipped them off, and then my knickers. I felt the usual thrill of the class all staring at my bush. I opened my legs just enough to give them a glimpse of my labia. I loved the way all the boys’ eyes went wide. And a few of the girls.
			

			
				The professor applied a small amount of lube to the raised circle on the clit sucker and passed it to me. I saw that it had two buttons, a plus and a minus. I pressed the plus. It started to make a noise like a helicopter.
			

			
				“You put the raised circle over your clitoris to make an airtight seal,” he said.
			

			
				I spread my legs wide, not minding that everyone could see my increasingly wet vagina. I did as the professor instructed, covering my clit with the opening on the vibrator. As soon as the seal was airtight, I instantly felt a rush of pleasure, quite different to anything I’d felt before. I let out a surprised gasp.
			

			
				“How does it feel?” asked the professor.
			

			
				“Good,” I gasped, my breath already coming fast.
			

			
				“You can turn it up when you’re ready.”
			

			
				I ran my fingers over the buttons, feeling the shape of the raised plus sign. I pressed it and the vibrator speeded up; like the helicopter was going to take off. I let out a moan at the sudden rush of pleasure that flooded through my body. I settled back further onto the sofa, lifting my legs slightly. I could feel my arousal leaking out of my vagina and running down my ass. God this felt good, how had I never tried this type of vibrator before?
			

			
				As usual, the professor was taking the opportunity to bore the class while I was enjoying myself. I felt the pressure rising quickly inside me. Suddenly, I felt myself going right over the edge, my free hand grabbing my breast instinctively as an intense orgasm rushed through my entire body. My thighs shook uncontrollably as the waves consumed me. My clit became so swollen and sensitive that I had to take the vibrator away as pleasure rushed through my body.
			

			
				“Well, that was a brilliant demonstration of a clitoral orgasm, thank you Sabrina,” said the professor as I panted through the aftershocks. “Now let’s try a more traditional vibrator.” He picked up a wand style one with a large vibrating head. This was a type I was more familiar with. He pulled out an extension lead from under the desk and plugged it in.
			

			
				“The most effective type are mains powered,” he told the class, handing it to me. I clicked it on and it let out a loud hum. I could feel how powerful it was just holding it in my hand. I moved it down between my legs, touching the vibrating end against my sensitive clit.
			

			
				Instantly, an overwhelming pleasure radiated out from the touch. It was too much to start with and I took the vibrator away for a second before pressing it back more firmly. I took a deep breath and let the feelings consume me, my eyes rolling up in my head and a low groan coming from my lips. The sensations were so intense, it was all I could do to hold the vibrator in place. I was right on the edge of what I could take and I felt the pressure building quickly inside.
			

			
				It didn’t take long before I started to come. It was so strong that I almost stopped, but once the orgasm started there was no going back, I just had to go with it, letting the sensations overwhelm me, my whole body shaking and my mind going blank as I became nothing but pleasure. Finally, I couldn’t take any more. I threw the vibrator away, my hand going to my swollen pussy and cupping it, as I rode the orgasm for as long as I could.
			

			
				Eventually, my senses returned, my body still shivering as my body relaxed and I collapsed back onto the sofa. I realised I had been practically screaming as I came, and the rest of the class were silent, watching me in horrified fascination. I glanced over at Adam and saw he had his hand inside his trousers under the desk, stroking his cock with a big grin on his face. Looking around the room, I could see that quite a few of the boys were surreptitiously wanking too.
			

			
				“Another excellent demonstration,” said the professor. “Now let’s move on to the vaginal orgasm. We know from previous weeks that Sabrina can achieve this with George, so George… can we have your assistance please?”
			

			
				While George came over and stripped off, the professor started writing all the symptoms of an orgasm on the board, collecting suggestions from the class such as vaginal contractions, fluid release, flushed face and neck and so on. When George dropped his underwear to the floor I felt a familiar rush of arousal at the sight of his cock. It was already semi erect, and as soon as it was free from his clothing it swelled and hardened further. He gave it a few long strokes.
			

			
				“Right then George,” said the professor, returning to the front. “Please could you demonstrate a number of different positions, and we’ll see how many times you can make our subject climax.”
			

			
				I was already spread open and gaping, leaking my sticky white essence onto the sofa. George climbed between my legs on top of me. I felt the weight of his body as he leaned down and kissed me, his hair hanging down on my face. He paused, his cock nestling between my folds as our tongues explored each other. And then with a firm thrust he was inside me, taking my breath away as his thick cock stretched me. 
			

			
				My walls gripped him firmly as he thrust all the way inside, making me moan loudly and grip his shoulders with my hands. I could feel him so deep inside me, it was a wonder I could take it all. He fucked me firmly and confidently, slamming his hips against my thighs. I moaned into his mouth, aware that the whole class could see my lips stretched taut around his shaft.
			

			
				I could feel my climax building deep inside me. Now that I thought about it, it felt different to the previous times with the vibrators. His cock was filling me so completely, sliding deep inside me with every thrust. I could feel every vein and ridge on his shaft as my walls gripped him tightly.
			

			
				Suddenly I was spiralling out of control, my fingers digging into his flesh as my whole body spasmed. My cunt started contracting around his dick, milking his shaft as my pleasure flooded out from my core through every part of my body. He fucked me through it, slowing slightly and kissing me deeply. When it was finally over, he pulled out, his cock throbbing and wet with my release.
			

			
				“Wonderful!” exclaimed the professor, clearly pleased with us. “Top marks for our models. Feel free to continue the demonstration.”
			

			
				George still had a fierce lust in his eyes. He guided me to turn over, so that I was on my knees on the sofa in front of him and I stuck my ass in the air. Naked from the waist down, I was hyper-aware that everyone could see my asshole and inside my gaping cunt, which was literally dripping wet.
			

			
				I glanced at the professor and he tossed me a small bullet vibrator from the desk. I caught it easily. “Try this at the same time,” he suggested.
			

			
				I turned it on, reaching between my legs and touching it to my clit. Just as a little gasp escaped my lips from the vibrations, George entered me and it turned to a long, loud moan. He slid right inside me from behind, his hands steadying me on my hips. From this angle he was hitting different spots and it felt amazing as he stretched me once more.
			

			
				He started to pound me from behind, making me moan loudly with every thrust. It was all I could do to brace myself against the back of the sofa with one hand and hold the vibrator against my clit with the other. With the dual sensations of the vibrator on my sensitive, swollen clit and his hard length thrusting deep inside me, I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I came again. It all felt so wonderful, that I actually tried to delay my orgasm, trying to eke out every drop of pleasure from the hard fucking I was receiving.
			

			
				But eventually the pressure inside was too much. I let myself go and the pleasure flooded through my body like a tidal wave, my eyes rolled right up inside my head and my brain switched off for a few seconds as I was totally consumed by the orgasm. 
			

			
				Finally I came back to my senses and took a deep breath, panting hard. Just then, George stopped thrusting, holding himself all the way inside me. I felt his cock throbbing and my cunt was flooded with his cum.
			

			
				We both stayed there breathing hard until he slowly pulled out. Cum poured out of me like a waterfall onto the sofa.
			

			
				“I’ll have some explaining to do in the staff room,” said the professor absently, then he came to the front again and addressed the class. “Let’s have a round of applause for our two models and another excellent demonstration.”
			

			
				There was a smattering of applause from the stunned class. I met Adam’s eyes and he gave me an encouraging smile.
			

			
				“Do you think you achieved a blended orgasm the last time?” the professor asked me. “That is, with the elements of both a vaginal and clitoral orgasm?”
			

			
				I nodded, still unable to speak.
			

			
				“Perfect,” he said approvingly. “George, you can get dressed and go. Sabrina, perhaps we could do a Q and A for the last ten minutes of class and the students can ask you about the different types of orgasm that you experienced today.” 
			

			
				He pulled up a wooden stool for me to sit on at the front of the class and I climbed onto it. I was still naked from the waist down and George’s cum leaked out now onto the stool. George was stuffing his enormous dick into his underpants and getting ready to leave. I realised I was once again going to fail to get his number.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After the Q and A, I was about to leave when the professor called me back. “Sabrina,” he said. “I have something to help you to prepare for next week.”
			

			
				Intrigued, I approached to see what it was. He handed me a small box. When I opened it up, I saw that there were three butt plugs of varying sizes, nestling in the velvet interior. Also included was a small pot of lube. I looked up at him, my eyes wide.
			

			
				“We’re covering anal sex next week,” he said. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but George is slightly above average in terms of penis size...” I almost choked at the understatement, but the professor ignored me and continued. “...so I thought it best for you to prepare over the coming week. Start with the smallest one and work your way up until you can use the largest one with ease. Make sure you use plenty of lube. I suggest wearing it when you come to the class next week.”
			

			
				“Thank you professor,” I said, closing the box. My heart was racing now. Was George really going to fuck me in the ass with his giant cock?
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, Adam came over to my student house. He seemed even more turned on after watching me fuck George in the class. We fucked long and hard, until we were both sweaty and satisfied. He held me as we cuddled naked.
			

			
				“You were so sexy,” he kept saying. “The way you looked when you climaxed nearly made me jizz in my pants.”
			

			
				I fetched the box the professor had given me and showed Adam.
			

			
				“Wow,” he said. “Have you ever had anal sex before?”
			

			
				I shook my head. “I’m a bit nervous to be honest. Will you help me with the smallest butt plug?”
			

			
				“Of course,” he said, his naughty eyes twinkling as usual.
			

			
				He took out the pot of lube and scooped some onto his fingers. Then he put his hand between my legs, below where I was used to. I felt his fingers around the tight ring of muscles at my rear entrance, rubbing the lube in and relaxing me. It felt nice, and I let out a little murmur of pleasure.
			

			
				Adam continued to massage my asshole, taking his time to let me get used to the sensations. I opened my legs a little more and lifted them up, giving him better access. He collected up some more lube and started to apply a bit more pressure around my entrance. I could feel myself relaxing more and starting to open up. And then his finger was inside me.
			

			
				“Oh god,” I gasped.
			

			
				“Is it okay?” he asked.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes,” I reassured him. “It’s really nice.”
			

			
				He started to fuck me a bit more with his finger. Then he took the butt plug out of the box. Even the smallest one looked surprisingly big. He took his finger out of my ass and pushed the plug against my opening. He worked it slowly, applying pressure and then moving it away. Suddenly it was inside me, making me moan at the unfamiliar sensation. I felt my body pull it inside, my opening gripping it tightly.
			

			
				“How does it feel?” Adam asked.
			

			
				“Like there’s something up my bum,” I replied, laughing. “But it’s nice.” I noticed that Adam had a rock hard erection again.
			

			
				“Can I see what it’s like to fuck you with it in?” he asked.
			

			
				“Yes please.”
			

			
				He moved between my legs, guiding his big cock to my pussy. When he slid inside, it felt different… tighter. I could feel his cock rubbing against the butt plug through my thin walls. It added an extra sensation that made my toes curl. He took me slowly at first, sliding deep inside me and then nearly all the way out. But as I squirmed beneath him, moaning louder and louder, he started to increase the pace until he was fucking me hard.
			

			
				After a while, he flipped me over, taking me on my hands and knees. “It looks so cute in your ass,” he said. He began to fuck me harder, slamming into me from behind. Soon the sensations overwhelmed me and I cried out as I came hard. I felt my cunt clenching around his shaft, but also my ass contracting on the butt plug. God, it felt so good, how had I never tried this before? 
			

			
				Next, I went on top, riding him and feeling the butt plug even more intensely. His hands were on my cheeks, holding them apart as he thrust up inside me, matching my movements. When I came, it was even more intense, my ass and cunt throbbing as the waves of pleasure rushed through me. The butt plug pinged out of my ass with a wet noise. At the same moment, Adam released inside me, flooding my cunt with his release.
			

			
				 
			

			
				All that week, Adam came over to fuck me. We used the butt plug each time, and on the third occasion moved up to the medium size. It felt so much bigger that it took some getting used to, but when I came it was even better than before.
			

			
				One morning I went to college with the butt plug in. Even walking was sending rushes of pleasure through my body, radiating out from my ass. When I sat down in the classroom, it pushed it deeper and made me moan involuntarily. My friend in the next seat looked at me suspiciously. By the end of the first lesson I was so horny I had to go to the toilets and finger myself frantically until I came. Then I took the plug out; I couldn’t take how good it felt any more.
			

			
				The night before Human Sexuality Class, Adam came round again. “Do you want to practice with me fucking you in the ass?” he asked.
			

			
				“Thank you, but no,” I replied. “Call me crazy, but I want to try it for the first time in front of the class. But you can fuck me with the big butt plug in.”
			

			
				He fucked me from behind as I knelt on the bed, holding me tightly across the chest. When I came, I came so hard I almost passed out.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day, I walked down the corridor to the class with the big butt plug in my ass. I’d never felt so horny and turned on, every step sending shivers down my spine. I was ready. I sat down next to George, the sensation of the plug in my ass making my pussy throb. I could feel that my knickers were already soaking wet. I was breathing heavily and I didn’t trust myself to speak.
			

			
				I was keen to get on with it, but the professor spent the first thirty minutes droning on about anal sex and the preparation for it. George seemed to sense my nervousness and put a comforting hand on my thigh to steady me. I just wanted to get on with it, my cunt was aching and my knickers soaked with anticipation.
			

			
				Finally, he called us up to the front. “Sabrina, George,” he said. “It’s time for our demonstration. Please take off your clothing.”
			

			
				When I peeled off my knickers and I felt the soft fabric brush down my thighs, I got the familiar rush of heat between my legs. Soon we were both naked.
			

			
				“Sabrina, could you turn around and bend over the desk please,” said the professor.
			

			
				I did as I was told. There was a murmur of conversation from the class when they saw my butt plug nestled between my ass cheeks. I felt the cool metal of the telescopic pointer against my bottom. “I’ve asked the model to prepare by wearing a butt plug,” he said, before explaining about the gradually increasing sizes.
			

			
				“George, you can remove the plug now,” he indicated.
			

			
				I opened my legs a little wider as I stood on the floor, arching my back and sticking my ass out. George approached me, one hand gently touching my back, while the other reached for the plug. He gently twisted it and pulled, sending floods of pleasure through my body as my tight ass clung onto it. I couldn’t help letting out a little murmur of bliss.
			

			
				Suddenly the plug popped and George placed it on the desk. I looked around and saw George was sporting a massive erection now. The professor handed him a tube of lubricant. “In your own time,” he said, stepping back and folding his arms to watch.
			

			
				George squeezed some of the lube onto his throbbing cock and massaged it all around. Then he squeezed out some more onto his fingers and rubbed it around my rear entrance. I was already relaxed and two of his fingers slipped easily inside me, sending more shivers up my spine.
			

			
				“Are you ready?” asked George softly.
			

			
				I nodded.
			

			
				George positioned himself behind me, the tip of his cock pressed against my opening. He applied a little bit of pressure and I felt myself already opening up. 
			

			
				“Is it still okay?” said George.
			

			
				“Excellent communication from the male subject,” pointed out the professor, sounding pleased. “Along with lots of lube, that’s the most important thing in this situation.”
			

			
				I was so horny, my cunt was aching and I was desperate to feel him in me. I gripped the edge of the desk tightly. “Do it,” I begged. “Fuck me in the ass.”
			

			
				George applied a bit more pressure and I felt my muscles stretch and open up. Suddenly he was inside me, the thick girth of his cock stretching me wider than the plug had before. A rush of pleasure flooded my body and I moaned loudly. 
			

			
				He hesitated, unsure if I was in pain or pleasure. “Don’t stop,” I begged. “It’s good.”
			

			
				Reassured, George began to thrust gently, entering me deeper every time. As I moaned with pleasure, he began to build up momentum, increasing his rhythm. Soon it was almost overwhelming and I collapsed forward onto the desk, my breasts pressed against the cold wood. I could feel his cock so deep inside me, fucking me relentlessly, filling me, stretching me. God, it felt so good. I closed my eyes, feeling the sensations rush through my body, the pleasure spreading out from my core in waves as he thrust inside. I let out a loud moan every time he slammed into me, in absolute ecstasy.
			

			
				Soon, I felt my climax coming like an unstoppable force. It washed over me, making me scream with pleasure. I felt my cunt throbbing and my ass contracting on his cock, milking it as he fucked me through it. He didn’t stop, helping me ride the orgasm, his hands firming gripping my hips as he continued to fuck me.
			

			
				As the first orgasm died down, I could already feel the next one coming. I was vaguely aware of the professor talking to the class about anal orgasms, but other than that all I could hear was my own moans and laboured breathing, and George’s grunts of exertion as he took me.
			

			
				“Harder,” I managed to gasp in between moans.
			

			
				George upped the pace even more, slamming into me as hard as he could. The second orgasm was even more intense, making me so lightheaded I almost passed out. It rushed out from my core to every cell in my body, making me shake and moan. My ass tightened rhythmically on George’s cock, but something else happened too. My cunt started to pulse with pleasure and I felt a wet release as I squirted uncontrollably, spraying warm liquid out onto the floor, soaking my inner thighs. As George still pounded into my ass, each thrust made me squirt again, giving me such a wonderful feeling of release.
			

			
				“Oh fuuuck,” George groaned suddenly, his thrusts becoming erratic. Then I felt him release inside me, the wetness of his cum flooding my ass. He thrust a few more times, as he released load after load inside me.
			

			
				Finally, he pulled out, panting for breath. Cum poured out of my ass as it continued to spasm, running down my thighs and dripping on the floor to join the puddle of my release. I collapsed completely onto the desk, my legs so weak and shaky, I knew they wouldn’t support my weight.
			

			
				“Fascinating!” exclaimed the professor. “We witnessed two anal orgasms there, and if you noticed, the second time, the subject released some female ejaculate from the urethra. That’s also known as squirting, and is often associated with anal orgasms. We’ll cover that in a lot more depth next week.”
			

			
				The professor produced a couple of towels from under the desk. He threw one on the floor to mop up the puddle, and handed me the other one to clean myself up with. I looked round to see George was still rock hard and stroking his shaft with his hand.
			

			
				“Do you want me to demonstrate another time?” George asked the professor, sounding hopeful. “I can go again.”
			

			
				“No thank you, George,” said the professor, moving the towel about with his foot. “But don’t go anywhere because we’re going to demonstrate something else before we go. Mind the wet floor. I should have got one of those little yellow warning boards.”
			

			
				I was still laying on the desk getting my breath back, exposed and dripping in front of the whole class. The professor started to reel off statistics about anal sex to the class. “Surveys vary, but around 40% of couples have tried anal sex. Amongst gay men that rises to 85%, with 60% having it regularly. 16% of couples report having tried pegging.” 
			

			
				I finally found the strength to stand up and sort myself out. The professor had walked back behind the desk as he was talking, and now he pulled out something from a box behind it. There was a gasp and some chattering from the class as they realised what it was. It was a strap-on dildo.
			

			
				“Right then George,” said the professor. “It’s your turn to bend over the desk.”
			

			
				If George was surprised, he didn’t show it. The professor handed me the strap-on and showed me which loops to put my legs through. I pulled it up, wiggling my hips to get it on. Looking down, it felt strange to see a big penis sprouting from my legs. It was actually quite a nice feeling. I gave it a few strokes, feeling some big dick energy from having a cock.
			

			
				The professor showed me how to tighten the straps and passed me some lube to smear over the dildo. George walked to the desk and bent over, standing with his legs slightly apart. His big, hard cock hung down and his whole ass was covered in thick black hair, including around his entrance. I squeezed more lube onto my fingers and started to smear it around his asshole. It was quite an unfamiliar sensation, massaging the tight knot of muscles.
			

			
				As George relaxed, I pushed a finger into him. I saw his balls and cock throb as I penetrated him. He didn’t make a sound, so I added a second finger, thrusting slightly and feeling how tight he gripped me.
			

			
				“Are you… are you ready?” I asked hesitantly.
			

			
				“Yes,” he replied.
			

			
				Holding the dildo in my hand, I guided it to his opening. “Let me know if it’s too much,” I said. I pressed my hips forward, feeling the resistance and then it slipped inside him. He let out a gasp of pleasure.
			

			
				Holding his hips, I started to thrust, fucking him with the dildo. It was such an unfamiliar experience for me to be on this side of the thrusting, but I was enjoying it immensely. Also, I could feel the base of the dildo pressing against my clit as I fucked him, sending jolts of pleasure through me.
			

			
				“As I’m sure you are aware, males have a prostate gland that is accessible from the anal canal,” the professor was saying. “Stimulating this can be very pleasurable.” It certainly seemed that way. Now that I was deeper, George was groaning with pleasure at every thrust.
			

			
				“You can also try it with George on his back,” the professor said. “Then you’ll be able to stimulate his penis at the same time.”
			

			
				I pulled out, and George sat back up on the desk, lifting his legs and exposing his asshole. I guided my fake cock back inside him, and started fucking him again. His cock was rock hard, laying back against his stomach. I reached out, stroking it slowly as I thrust inside him. George seemed to really love that, he closed his eyes and lay back, groaning happily.
			

			
				I started fucking him harder, and also wanking him faster. I was having so much fun, it felt brilliant to be the one doing the fucking. Suddenly George started to squirm under me and groan loudly before he completely shattered. His cock throbbed and cum erupted from it, laying a long white line all the way up his stomach. I milked him with my hand, each load pulsing out with force until he was covered in it.
			

			
				Eventually, he was dry, his cock still throbbing and pulsing. I pulled out and George relaxed back on the desk breathing heavily.
			

			
				“How was that George?” asked the professor, “Did you have a more intense orgasm with the prostate stimulation.”
			

			
				George nodded, unable to speak. Just then, the bell for the end of the lesson rang and the students stood up, noisily putting their things away and heading for the door. Adam came up to me, putting an arm around my naked waist and giving me a kiss as the professor frowned at us.
			

			
				“Can I come by later and fuck you in the ass?” said Adam softly.
			

			
				“Yes please,” I said, kissing him back.
			

			
				 
			

			





				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				Although I spent a lot of that week having sex with Adam, I knew that it was just a casual relationship and we weren’t exclusive. Adam had a couple of other friends-with-benefits that he also spent time with. So, I was still keen to try to hook-up with George. 
			

			
				When I turned up at Human Sexuality Class that week, I saw that the sofa was back. However, the professor had covered it in a waterproof sheet. “Come in, close the door,” he said. “I don’t want anyone to see I’ve purloined the staffroom sofa again.”
			

			
				I was determined to get George’s number, so I marched straight over to him with my phone already in my hand. “Hi George,” I said. “So, can I get your number?”
			

			
				George looked startled. “Er, okay,” he said, and told it to me as I typed it into my phone.
			

			
				“I thought maybe we could go for a coffee sometime,” I said, fluttering my eyelashes at him to make it clear I didn’t actually mean coffee.
			

			
				“Er… I guess,” said George, not sounding that enthusiastic. 
			

			
				Just then, the students arrived, so I took my seat. When they were all settled, the professor began the lesson. “This week, we’re going to look at female ejaculation, or squirting as it is more commonly known,” he began. “Now, although the fluid released comes from the bladder and exits through the urethra, it’s actually different from urine. It contains some of the same components as semen, including the prostate enzymes and prostatic acid phosphatase. It only contains very small amounts of creatinine and urea which are urine’s primary components.”
			

			
				All the technical terms were starting to make me lose concentration. After what seemed like forever, the professor called us up to the front. “No need for you to be naked this week,” the professor told George, as I stripped off again.
			

			
				When I was completely naked, I lay back on the sofa, the waterproof covering cold against my ass. I spread my legs for the class, noting the longing expression from a lot of the boys and a few of the girls. There was one girl in particular that I knew was interested in me. I’d noticed her before. She always sat in the front row with long blonde hair, a cheerleader vibe and visibly wet panties. Feeling daring, I met her eyes as I ran my hand over my mound and touched my aching pussy. I saw her take a deep breath and flush slightly.
			

			
				I’d never been with a girl before but I realised that I found her very attractive. She was wearing a tight, white top that showed off her large breasts, and I could make out a hint of nipple through her shirt. Still staring at her, I slipped a finger in myself, feeling how wet I was. I pulled it back out and rubbed the moisture on my clit, feeling the pleasure flow through my body.
			

			
				She watched me intently. I could see under the desk, and I saw her open her legs, her short skirt parting and deliberately letting me see her pale blue knickers. From my vantage point on the sofa, I was the only one to see her hand slipping between her thighs and inside the hem of her knickers. Her mouth parted slightly as she gasped silently at the touch. Our eyes were locked together, both of us touching our clits, a thick sexual tension filling the space between us.
			

			
				Suddenly I was aware that the professor had stopped waffling on about the squirting technique we were going to try and George knelt down on the sofa next to me.
			

			
				“Are you ready?” asked George.
			

			
				I hadn’t been listening, but I said “Yes,” anyway.
			

			
				George reached between my legs, using his middle two fingers to circle my clit and spread the wetness from my opening. It instantly felt so good that I moaned with pleasure. His fingers didn’t stop, their movements drawing me closer to the edge with every circle. Then, without warning, he slipped his fingers inside me, curling them up to massage my inner walls. My hand went out instinctively, grabbing the bulge straining at his jeans and squeezing it.
			

			
				His fingers worked deeper, curving upwards with each thrust as he zeroed in on my g-spot. The sensations were overwhelming, a mix of pressure and pleasure that built quickly, making my thighs tremble and my breathing laboured.
			

			
				“Fuck, George,” I moaned, clutching his cock tighter.
			

			
				He sped up, his fingers thrusting harder and faster. Loud, wet sounds filled the room as my cunt tightened around him. I felt the pressure building deep inside, a sensation so intense I thought I was going to pee.
			

			
				“Now Sabrina,” said the professor, hovering near the edge of the sofa. “You might feel like you’re going to pee, but try to relax and let it happen.”
			

			
				I did as he suggested. The pressure exploded and I cried out as my back arched off the sofa, my thighs trembling uncontrollably and my body convulsing in pure ecstasy. A gush of warmth spilled out of me, soaking George’s hand and the waterproof sheet beneath us. I could feel the wetness spreading, a mix of embarrassment and exhilaration flooding my senses as my body trembled with aftershocks.
			

			
				George held up his hand, slick and glistening, showing me how wet it was.
			

			
				“What does it taste like?” asked the professor.
			

			
				George put his fingers in his mouth, sucking my release off his fingers. “It tastes a little sweet,” he said. “Nice.”
			

			
				“See,” said the professor. “Although a lot of uneducated people think that squirting is urine, it doesn’t smell or taste like it. Why don’t you demonstrate again in case anyone missed it?”
			

			
				George’s eyes were locked on mine as he smiled at me, his fingers already curling back inside my cunt, finding that same spot with ease. His fingers worked the sensitive area, pressing and stroking with precision. His free hand moved to my clit, rubbing it gently, just enough to keep the heat building again without overwhelming me.
			

			
				I couldn’t stop it, even if I had wanted to. The pressure swelled to an unbearable peak, and then I was coming again, harder this time. My entire body tensed, and another gush of warmth spilled out of me, soaking us both. George didn’t stop, his fingers relentless as they coaxed yet another release from me, each one more intense than the last. I lost count of how many times he made me come, my body a trembling, quivering mess as he pushed me further than I’d ever thought possible. Each orgasm left me gasping, my legs shaking uncontrollably as the pleasure overtook me and my squirting soaked us both.
			

			
				But even as I lay there, coming over and over and spraying liquid all over the sofa, a different kind of hunger clawed its way to the surface. My cunt still throbbed, desperate for more, but it wasn’t enough, I needed him. I needed his cock.
			

			
				I tugged his belt free and popped the button on his jeans. My fingers were trembling, but I managed to pull the zip down and pull his jeans and boxers out of the way, freeing his cock. I let out a small, needy moan at the sight of it; thick, long, and rock-hard. I couldn’t stop myself; I leaned forward and swallowed the whole thing. 
			

			
				“Fuck,” George groaned, his free hand tangling in my hair as I took him into my mouth.
			

			
				I didn’t waste time, my desperation driving me. I sucked him hungrily, taking as much of him as I could, my lips stretched around his girth. The weight of him on my tongue, the heat, the way he filled my mouth was driving me crazy.
			

			
				His groans grew louder, his hips moving slightly as I sucked hard on him. I could feel how much he wanted it, the way his cock throbbed against my tongue, and it only made me more desperate to please him. His grip tightened in my hair as he forced me to take him deeper.
			

			
				When I finally pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connected my lips to the tip of his cock. My chest heaved, and my eyes met his.
			

			
				“I need you inside me,” I panted.
			

			
				“That isn’t necessary for today’s demonstration,” said the professor sharply. “We’re short on time.”
			

			
				But George wasn’t listening. His eyes were locked on mine and I could feel the raw need radiating from him. Without a word he moved between my legs, his massive erection pressing against my opening. 
			

			
				“George,” the professor said again. “We really don’t have time today…”
			

			
				I could feel all the students watching with bated breath. His tip pressed against me, and I let out a needy moan, pushing back against him. With a powerful thrust, he buried himself inside me, stretching me in the most delicious way. The sensation was overwhelming, my body clenching around him as he filled me completely. The room was silent except for the sounds of our bodies, skin slapping against skin, my moans, his low groans. I could feel the eyes of everyone on us, their gazes hot and hungry, but it only drove me higher.
			

			
				My head fell back, my cries growing louder with each thrust as he pounded into me, hitting all the right spots. I couldn’t think, couldn’t care about anything except the overwhelming pleasure coursing through me.
			

			
				“Fuck, George!” I cried as he bent my legs right back, shifting his angle slightly, his cock pressing against my g-spot with every stroke.
			

			
				“Come for me,” he whispered.
			

			
				The words sent me spiralling, my body clenching around him as I came hard, my moans echoing through the room. I squirted even more than before, my cunt clenching and spraying his body in uncontrollable bursts. The force of it pushed his cock out of me, and a fountain of my release soaked both of us, dripping down my thighs and splashing onto the sofa.
			

			
				But George only had one thing in mind now, He guided himself back inside me without hesitation. The wetness only made it easier for him to slide in deep, his cock stretching me as he began to thrust again, his pace hard and fast.
			

			
				“George, fuck…” I gasped, my words cutting off as my body tightened around him, my cunt gripping his cock like a vice. The pressure exploded again, another gush of my release spilling out around him, soaking us both even more. My legs shook violently as I came hard. George groaned loudly, his thrusts growing frantic as he chased his own release. With a deep groan, George slammed into me one last time, burying himself as deep as he could go. His cock pulsed inside me, and I felt the warmth of his release flooding my cunt, his body trembling against mine as he emptied himself completely.
			

			
				We stayed like that for a moment, both of us panting, slick with sweat and everything else, tangled together in the aftermath. Slowly, George pulled out, and I felt his cum dripping from me, adding to the mess we’d made.
			

			
				“Interesting that the subject squirted so easily from penetration after the initial exercise,” mused the professor. “Okay, turn to page one hundred of your books and read through Kinsey’s study of the subject. There will be a quiz at the end.” He passed us a couple of towels and we began to clean ourselves up.
			

			
				 
			

			


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				After the lesson, George quickly disappeared again. I was beginning to wonder if it was worth the effort pursuing him. I went to the bathroom and had a long piss. When I came out of the cubicle, I saw that the blonde girl I’d been eyeing up was adjusting her make-up in the mirror.
			

			
				“Er… hey,” I said, somewhat embarrassed to see someone from the class in a different setting.
			

			
				“Oh, hi,” she replied, turning red. “I’m Rachel. I… um… wanted to just say that… you’re so hot, and confident and amazing. The demonstrations are so sexy I can’t help touching myself.”
			

			
				Now it was my turn to blush. “Thanks,” I said, coming to stand next to her in front of the mirror. “I have to admit that… I found it very hot when I saw you touch yourself in the class too.”
			

			
				I could feel my heart racing at the sexual tension, my breaths becoming shallow. She moved closer to me, her hand sliding behind my back and pulling me close to her. Her scent, sweet and floral, so unlike George’s manly smell, filled my senses as I looked into her wide blue eyes. My heart pounded as her lips hesitated, so close to mine I could feel the warmth of her breath.
			

			
				Finally, she closed the gap, her lips pressing softly against mine. My eyes fluttered shut as the kiss deepened, her hand tangling in my hair while my hands found her waist. I felt her body pressing against mine, her curves fitting perfectly with mine, and a soft moan escaped my lips as her tongue flicked against mine.
			

			
				“I’ve been wanting to do that for so long,” she whispered breathlessly when we pulled apart.
			

			
				She bit her lip, glancing nervously towards the bathroom door. “Do you think anyone will come in?”
			

			
				I shook my head, the thrill of the situation only making me bolder. “Even if they do, I don’t care.”
			

			
				Her cheeks flushed as she smiled. “Then come here,” she said, pulling me towards the cubicle I’d just exited. We slipped inside, locking the door behind us. The tight space forced us even closer together. She kissed me again, her hands sliding down my back to cup my ass, squeezing firmly.
			

			
				“You’re even hotter up close,” she murmured.
			

			
				I felt a rush of arousal at her words, my hands wandering over her body. I found the hem of her skirt and pushed it up, my fingers sliding over her thighs and between her legs. Her panties were soaking wet as I slipped my hand inside. Her mound was smooth, completely shaved.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I breathed, my fingers teasing her already slick folds. She gasped, her head falling back against the wall of the cubicle as my fingers explored her.
			

			
				Her hands slid under my top, pulling it up and over my head and freeing my small breasts. She cupped them, her thumbs flicking over my nipples, sending shivers down my spine. She dropped to her knees in front of me. I felt a jolt of anticipation as she pulled my shorts and underwear down to my ankles.
			

			
				Her tongue was on me before I could catch my breath, warm and insistent as she licked and sucked, her hands gripping my thighs to hold me steady. My head fell back against the cubicle wall, moaning as her tongue flicked over my clit in a way that made my legs weak.
			

			
				“Oh god,” I gasped, my fingers tangling in her hair as she brought me closer and closer to the edge. She slid a finger inside me, curling it just right, and I let out a sharp cry as the combination of her mouth and hand pushed me over the edge. My orgasm ripped through me, my hips thrusting against her face as I clutched at her hair. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, leaving me breathless and utterly consumed.
			

			
				When I finally came down, my legs were shaking so badly I had to lean against the cubicle wall for support. She looked up at me, her face wet and her expression smug. She stood, and I pulled her close, kissing her deeply, tasting myself on her lips. My hands roamed her body, pushing her skirt up around her hips. 
			

			
				“My turn,” I said as I sank to my knees. Her pale blue knickers had a large, dark area on the front where she had soaked them. I slid them down over her thighs, revealing her shaved pussy with its large butterfly shaped lips. I could feel the heat radiating off her.
			

			
				She moved her legs apart for me, and I slid a finger inside her, curling it up to find the spot that made her cry out. I leaned in, my tongue circling her clit as I fingered her. I added a second finger, pumping them into her as my lips wrapped around her clit. It wasn’t long before her entire body tensed.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck!” she cried, her head slamming back against the wall with a loud bang as her orgasm took her. Her muscles clenched around my fingers, and her release gushed over my hand, soaking me as she came undone. I stayed there, holding her steady as the waves of pleasure subsided.
			

			
				I stood, wiping my lips with the back of my hand and pulling her into a slow, tender kiss. “You taste amazing,” I whispered against her lips.
			

			
				Reluctantly, we rearranged our clothes, sharing little glances and smiles. When we stepped out of the cubicle, the bathroom was still empty. She asked me for my number and I gave it to her, hoping we’d hook-up again.
			

			
				As we left together, her hand brushed against mine, and she looked at me with a dirty grin. “Maybe we should do this again sometime… somewhere less cramped.”
			

			
				I couldn’t help but grin back. “Definitely.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				As amazing and hot as my first lesbian experience had been, I was now hornier than ever and I had no more lectures for the rest of the day. I knew that Adam had a date (AKA afternoon fuck session) with one of his other girlfriends, so I decided to give George one last chance. I sent him a message, asking if he wanted to meet for coffee. To my surprise, he said yes.
			

			
				An hour later we were drinking coffee in a little cafe near my house. George sat across from me, fiddling nervously with the handle of his coffee cup. His face was flushed, and he avoided eye contact as if the steam rising from his drink was the most fascinating thing in the world.
			

			
				“Thanks for meeting me,” I said, trying to break the ice.
			

			
				He glanced up, his lips curling into a small, shy smile. “Yeah, of course. Sorry if I’ve seemed… weird. I just, uh…” He hesitated, looking down again.
			

			
				I leaned forward slightly, resting my chin in my hand. “You can tell me, George. Whatever it is, it’s okay.”
			

			
				He took a deep breath and finally met my eyes. “I’ve never had a girlfriend before,” he blurted out. “Apart from for sex, obviously, and well… I kind of like you.”
			

			
				I stared at him for a moment, processing his confession. It was endearing, really, how earnest and vulnerable he was being. I smiled. “George,” I said softly, “you’re adorable, you know that?”
			

			
				His eyes widened slightly. “I… I am?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” I said, reaching across the table to touch his hand. “It’s sweet that you’re nervous. But you don’t have to be.”
			

			
				He exhaled a shaky laugh, his shoulders relaxing a little. “I guess I just… I don’t want to mess up or make a fool of myself.”
			

			
				The tension eased between us as we finished our coffee, the conversation flowing more naturally. By the time we left the cafe, he was smiling more confidently, his hand slipping naturally into mine as we walked.
			

			
				“I live just around the corner,” I said casually as we stepped out onto the pavement. “Want to come over for a bit?”
			

			
				He hesitated for a split second, then nodded. “Yeah, I’d like that.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We went up to my bedroom and lay on the bed. The kiss started gentle, tentative, but it quickly deepened as he responded, his lips moving against mine with growing confidence. I shifted onto his lap, straddling him, and I could feel his cock stiffen in his trousers. The kiss grew more passionate and unhurried, with none of the constraints of an audience or a demonstration. This was just us, alone, and it felt different; intimate in a way that made my heart race.
			

			
				I wasn’t wearing a bra and he slid his hands up my sides under my t-shirt, his thumbs brushing the underside of my breasts. I reached down to the hem and pulled it off over my head, exposing my small, firm tits. George stared at them hungrily, moving his hands to cup them and play with the small, hard nipples.
			

			
				“You’re beautiful,” he murmured.
			

			
				“So are you,” I said, brushing a strand of his long hair out of his face.
			

			
				He pulled me forward, his lips closed around one of my nipples, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud as his hand explored the other one. Then he switched, sucking it hard enough to make me gasp with pleasure.
			

			
				I reached for his shirt, tugging it upwards. He struggled out of it where he lay, revealing his toned chest. My hands roamed over his warm skin, tracing the lines of his muscles as I leaned in to kiss him again. The desire between us was intense, our kisses hungry and demanding as I ground my crotch against his growing bulge.
			

			
				“God, I need you,” I said breathlessly, sliding off his lap to kneel on the bed. I reached for his belt, unbuckling it before unzipping his trousers and pulling them down. His cock strained against his pants, thick and ready, and I couldn’t help but smile as I freed him from the fabric.
			

			
				“Your cock is  perfect,” I murmured, wrapping my hand around him and stroking slowly.
			

			
				George groaned, his head falling back as I leaned in to press kisses along his shaft. My tongue flicked over the head before I took him fully into my mouth.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he hissed, his hands tangling in my hair as I moved, my lips and tongue working together. I could feel the way his cock twitched with every flick of my tongue, every time I took him deeper into my mouth and his reactions spurred me on.
			

			
				But I couldn’t wait any longer. I wanted him inside me.
			

			
				I pulled back, letting his cock slip from my lips with a wet pop, and looked down at him, his cock standing proudly, slick with my saliva. I slipped off my shorts and knickers and climbed over him, straddling his hips as I guided him to my entrance.
			

			
				Slowly, I lowered myself onto him, taking him inch by inch. The stretch was delicious, his cock filling me completely, and we both moaned as I finally took him to the hilt. I paused for a moment, savouring the sensation, before I began to move.
			

			
				My hips rolled against him, finding a rhythm that had us both gasping. George’s hands gripped my thighs, his fingers digging into my skin as he thrust up to meet my movements. The angle sent jolts of pleasure through me, his cock brushing against all the right spots with every stroke.
			

			
				“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hands sliding up to cup my breasts, his thumbs flicking over my nipples. I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his chest as I moved faster, the sound of our bodies coming together filling the room. I couldn’t hold back any longer. The pressure inside me snapped, and I cried out as my orgasm hit, my cunt clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. My moans turned to gasps, my body trembling from the aftershocks of my orgasm.
			

			
				Without a word, George gripped my waist and flipped me onto my back, his cock still buried deep inside me. The sudden movement made me gasp, and before I could recover, he pinned me beneath him, his hands sliding to my thighs to spread me wide.
			

			
				He thrust into me hard, his pace unrelenting as he drove deep, over and over, hitting that spot inside me that made me see stars.
			

			
				“Fuck, George,” I cried, gripping the sheets as he pounded into me. The force of his movements sent my body rocking against the bed, each thrust building the pressure inside me again. His hands collected my wrists, pinning me to the bed as he took me roughly.
			

			
				“You like that, don’t you?” he groaned.
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, “Don’t stop.”
			

			
				He pounded into me, the pressure building until I came hard, throwing my head back against the bed and letting out a loud howl of pleasure. He fucked me through the orgasm and out the other side.
			

			
				“Turn over,” he commanded. I obeyed, rolling onto my hands and knees. He was behind me in an instant, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself. The head of his cock teased my entrance, sliding through my wetness before he thrust into me again, filling me completely.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my head dropping as he started to move.
			

			
				George’s pace was relentless, his hips slamming against mine with each thrust. The angle sent shockwaves of pleasure through me, his huge cock hitting spots that made my legs shake. His hands slid up my back, his fingers tangling in my hair as he pulled my head back gently, forcing me to arch my spine. The other hand was on my ass, his thumb finding my tight rear entrance and pushing inside.
			

			
				“You feel so good,” he growled.
			

			
				I could barely respond, my moans turning into incoherent cries as he fucked me harder. The sounds of our bodies filled the room, the slap of skin against skin, mingling with the wet, obscene noises from where we were joined. I moaned with every thrust, the pressure inside me building to unbearable heights.
			

			
				My body tightened around him as my orgasm hit, the force of it pulling a scream from my lips. My cunt clenched and pulsed around his cock, dragging him deeper as I trembled beneath him. He didn’t slow down, his thrusts relentless as he pushed me through it, his cock driving into me with a single-minded determination.
			

			
				George’s thrusts grew erratic, his hands gripping my hips even tighter as he drove into me with a desperate urgency. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I’m going to come.”
			

			
				I glanced over my shoulder. “In my mouth,” I said breathlessly.
			

			
				He pulled out of me as I quickly turned around, dropping to my knees in front of him. His cock was slick and glistening with my release, twitching with need. I wrapped my hand around him, stroking him quickly as I leaned forward, my tongue flicking over the head.
			

			
				George let out a deep moan, his hands tangling in my hair as I took him into my mouth. I moved quickly, my lips sliding down his length as I hollowed my cheeks, sucking him hard. My hand worked in tandem with my mouth, stroking his shaft as I bobbed my head, teasing him with my tongue.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he groaned.
			

			
				I looked up at him, locking eyes as I took him deeper, letting him feel how much I wanted this. His head fell back, a groan escaping his lips as his restraint crumbled.
			

			
				“I’m coming,” he warned.
			

			
				I moaned around him, the vibrations sending him over the edge. With a deep throb, his cock pulsed in my mouth, and I felt the first hot spurt of his release hit the back of my throat. I didn’t stop, taking everything he gave me, swallowing greedily as his body shuddered above me.
			

			
				When he finally stilled, I pulled back, letting his cock slip from my lips. I licked my lips, savouring the taste as I looked up at him with a satisfied smile. I knelt up, pressing a kiss to his lips, letting him taste himself on me. George pulled me into his arms, his hands roaming over my body as he kissed me deeply.
			

			
				“You’re incredible,” he murmured. “It’s so much better when we don’t have to perform for the class.”
			

			
				I smirked. “I know. And I’m not done with you yet.” My hand moved to his shaft, stroking him to keep him hard.
			

			
				We spent the rest of the afternoon fucking.
			

			
				 
			

			





				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				George and I arrived at Human Sexuality Class together, hand in hand. We had been inseparable all week. But when we entered the classroom, I was surprised to see that there were three chairs lined up against the wall by the blackboard, and one of them was already occupied.
			

			
				Sitting in the third chair was someone I hadn’t seen before. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with short ginger hair and freckles scattered across his pale skin. He looked confident, leaning back casually in the chair with one leg stretched out in front of him. His crisp white shirt fit snugly against his chest, hinting at a muscular frame beneath, and his jeans clung in all the right places. His piercing blue eyes glanced up as we walked in and he gave us a friendly smile.
			

			
				The professor stood near the desk, chalk in hand, and greeted us. “Ah, Sabrina, George, I see you’ve noticed our new addition. This is Ewan. He’s joining us as a third model for today’s class.” I felt my stomach do a somersault. Third model?
			

			
				“Hey,” Ewan said as he gave a little nod.
			

			
				We all shook hands and took our seats as the students filed in. I suddenly realised that in place of the sofa from last week, there was an antique chaise longue in front of the desk.
			

			
				When they were settled, the professor began the lesson. “Human Sexuality,” he began, “is not confined to sexual relations between one man and one woman. In future lessons we’ll explore relationships between people of the same gender. But today we’re going to talk about something that is a fantasy for many, and a reality for between ten and fifteen percent of adults. Who can tell me what that is?”
			

			
				One of the girls put her hand up. “Threesome, professor,” she said with a sigh, rolling her eyes at how obvious the question was.
			

			
				“Exactly,” replied the professor. He started a long talk about different combinations of genders that could participate in a threesome, including if some or all of the people involved interacted sexually or not.
			

			
				“Today’s demonstration,” he finally concluded, “is going to focus on a threesome with two males and one female, where the males do not interact sexually. The female subject, therefore, will be the focus of both their attention and the main goal of the activity will be her pleasure.”
			

			
				I liked the sound of that, although my heart was racing with nerves at the thought. I glanced at George to gauge his reaction, but his face was calm and unreadable.
			

			
				The professor clapped his hands. “Right, let’s set the scene.” He gestured toward the chaise longue at the front of the room, arranged with a soft throw and cushions. “Unfortunately the staff room sofa is unavailable to us as it has been chained to the radiator in the staff room to prevent its removal. But I have been lucky enough to borrow this beautiful chaise longue from the Dean’s study. Although please don’t mention it to him if you happen to speak to him.”
			

			
				There was a murmur of laughter from the students.
			

			
				“Sabrina, if you’re ready, you’ll be the centre of today’s demonstration,” he said, turning to me. “George and Ewan, you’ll work together to undress her, but remember, no sexual contact between the two of you.”
			

			
				I rose and walked nervously to the front, perching on the edge of the chaise longue. I was wearing a yellow summer dress today and underneath I’d put on matching floral underwear, including a bra for once. I was feeling cute and sexy as the two men approached.
			

			
				The classroom had gone utterly silent, the students watching with bated breath. My hands rested on my lap, trembling slightly. George reached out first, his fingers brushing over my shoulder as he found the thin strap of my dress. Slowly, he slid it down my arm, the fabric brushing against my skin.
			

			
				Ewan mirrored his movements on the other side, his large hands gentle as he eased the second strap down. The neckline of my dress dipped lower, revealing the top of my floral bra.
			

			
				The professor’s calm voice broke through the tension. “Very good. Take your time. Let her body language guide you. The act of undressing her is an important part of the foreplay.”
			

			
				George sat next me, his hand caressing my breast in the soft fabric of the bra. His fingers brushed over my nipple and I felt it stiffen as a bolt of pleasure rushed through me. Ewan’s hand was running up my thigh, under the hem of my dress, sending a shiver up my spine. I realised I was already practically panting with desire. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was by having two strong men attending to me.
			

			
				The dress slid up and over my hips, exposing the floral panties. I opened my legs slightly, begging one of them to touch me there. I heard someone in the back of the room let out a quiet gasp, and a flush crept up my neck.
			

			
				George slipped my bra strap over my shoulder too and pulled the fabric down just enough to free my hard nipple. I could feel the cold air in the classroom and it puckered further. George lent down and stroked it with his tongue, before taking it in his mouth and giving it a hard suck. I groaned with pleasure.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Ewan’s hand had reached my knickers. Gently, he brush his fingers over my mound, grazing my clit through the material and making me moan even louder as a bolt of electricity burst my my core and spread through my body,
			

			
				“Stand up,” George murmured softly. I did as he asked, my knees wobbling slightly as I rose to my feet. George unzipped my dress at the back and let it drop to the floor so I was standing in nothing but my bra and panties. Ewan’s hands skimmed over my waist, his touch light as he hooked a finger under the band of my knickers, teasing the edge and pulling them down just enough that my trimmed bush peeked out over the top.
			

			
				George, still behind me, unclasped my bra and I felt the straps slide down my arms before it too dropped to the floor. They both held me, hands caressing me as George kissed my neck.
			

			
				The professor’s voice broke the spell. “Excellent example of building anticipation, but let’s move forward with the rest of the demonstration,” he said, looking pointedly at his watch.
			

			
				Nodding, Ewan slipped my knickers down over my hips and let them pool on the floor around my feet. I lay back on the chaise longue, my legs parting instinctively as Ewan moved between them. His blue eyes locked with mine for a moment, before he leaned down, his warm breath flowing over my skin. 
			

			
				His tongue made its first tentative pass over my folds, teasing and exploratory. I felt myself open up and I knew I was soaking wet inside. He began to lick more firmly, focusing on my clit. The sensation made me arch my back, a gasp escaping my lips.
			

			
				At the same time, George leaned over me from the side. His hands cupped my breasts, thumbs flicking over my nipples before his mouth replaced one of them. He sucked gently at first, then harder, his tongue circling the sensitive peak. The dual sensations had me trembling, my body caught in a whirlwind of pleasure that built higher with every moment.
			

			
				Ewan’s hands gripped my thighs, holding me open as his tongue worked his magic, alternating between soft, teasing strokes and firmer, precise pressure. I felt myself spiralling as the heat inside me reached an almost unbearable level.
			

			
				Suddenly I was coming, my legs shaking and my thighs instinctively gripping Ewan’s head. I let out a low groan of pleasure, arching my back as the waves of bliss washed over me. Finally, I gasped for air, panting heavily as Ewan stood up, wiping his wet face with his hand.
			

			
				They sensed that I wanted their cocks now, both men standing in front of me and unbuckling their belts. Their jeans dropped to the floor and then their underwear. Ewan’s cock was already hard, well above average in size. I would have called it big a few weeks ago, before I’d become accustomed to George and Adam. But it was beautiful, uncut and straight, with a patch of ginger hair around it. 
			

			
				I reached out, a hand around each dick, stroking and wanking them firmly as I felt the hard steel beneath the soft, outer skin. I leaned in, tasting George first, licking the length and then taking the head into my mouth. Then I switched to Ewan, taking him deeper, all the way into my throat as my hand worked the base. This was my first time with two cocks, and I was loving it.
			

			
				“Right, let’s move along to the sexual intercourse,” said the professor. “One of you can penetrate her vagina, while the other one penetrates her mouth. This is known colloquially as a ‘spit roast.’”
			

			
				Ewan didn’t need to be asked twice. He gently pushed me back onto the chaise longue, his hands gripping my thighs as he moved between my legs. I opened them wide for him, my body trembling with anticipation. He lined himself up and slid inside me with ease, my wet cunt stretching around him and gripping him tightly as he entered me. A loud moan of happiness escaped my lips as I leaned back, savouring the fullness of him.
			

			
				Above me, George was ready, his hard cock inches from my face. I reached up, wrapping my hand around him and guiding him to my mouth. He thrust his hips forward, pushing himself past my lips and working deeper into my throat. His pace started slow but purposeful, each thrust measured to match the rhythm Ewan had set as he fucked me between my legs.
			

			
				The sensations were overwhelming. Ewan’s deep, steady thrusts filled me completely, each one brushing against the sensitive spots inside me and sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my body. George, meanwhile, was pushing further into my mouth, his cock gliding along my tongue as he worked himself deeper. I relaxed my throat, taking him in as far as I could, nearly overwhelmed by the intensity of what I was doing.
			

			
				The dual sensations were almost too much to handle. My body writhed between them, each thrust and movement building the heat in my core to an unbearable level. Ewan gripped my hips tighter, his movements growing more deliberate as his cock hit just the right spot inside me over and over again. At the same time, George’s cock fucked my mouth, muffling my moans of pleasure.
			

			
				The pressure inside me built rapidly. I was spiralling towards a climax, the pleasure blinding and all-consuming as I felt myself hurtling toward the edge. My moans vibrated around George’s cock as I came, the climax ripping through me like a tidal wave. My cunt clenched around Ewan, pulling him deeper as my body spasmed in pleasure. He groaned, slowing his movements slightly, giving me just enough time to catch my breath before picking up his rhythm again.
			

			
				George pulled out of my mouth briefly, letting me gasp for air, his cock glistening with my saliva. He stroked himself lazily, watching the way Ewan drove into me, my body arching and trembling beneath them. 
			

			
				Before Geirge could resume fucking my mouth, the professor’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure. “Excellent teamwork so far,” he said, adjusting his glasses. “For the next part of the demonstration, I’d like you to attempt double penetration. George, you’ll assume a sitting position and Sabrina will straddle you. Ewan, you’ll take the rear position. Remember, the focus remains on Sabrina’s pleasure.”
			

			
				I felt my heart rate surge again at the suggestion. George shifted, sitting back on the chaise longue, his cock standing proudly. He held out his hand to me, guiding me onto his lap. I climbed on, positioning myself above him, and slowly sank down onto his enormously thick cock, feeling it stretch and fill me.
			

			
				“God, Sabrina,” George whispered, his hands gripping my hips as I began to move, grinding on him and taking him even deeper.
			

			
				Meanwhile, the professor was handing Ewan some lube. I felt his hands sliding down my back to my ass, gently massaging the lube around my rear entrance and spreading me gently. “Are you ready?” he asked.
			

			
				I nodded, my breath catching in anticipation. I could feel Ewan’s cock pressing against me, slick with lube. Slowly, he eased forward, stretching me inch by inch until he was fully inside. The sensation was intense, my body adjusting to the overwhelming fullness. I felt stretched open more than ever before, and I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my thin walls.
			

			
				“Oh fuuuck, that feels good,” I panted, hardly able to get the words out. My hands braced against George’s chest as Ewan began to thrust, his movements slow and deliberate at first. George’s hands roamed my body, caressing my thighs and gripping my waist to help guide me as I rode him. 
			

			
				The two of them found a rhythm, George thrusting upward as Ewan pressed forward, the dual sensations pushing me to the brink of climax once again. Every nerve in my body was alight with pleasure, my moans echoing around the room as they worked together to drive me higher and higher. I could feel the pressure building rapidly, my body trembling as I neared another climax. 
			

			
				I couldn’t hold back any longer. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, my entire body convulsing as I screamed, the sound raw and unrestrained. My cunt clenched around George, gripping him tightly as my walls spasmed, while my ass pulsed around Ewan’s cock, amplifying the sensations. My vision blurred, and for a moment, I thought I might pass out. My limbs trembled uncontrollably, and I collapsed forward onto George’s chest, gasping for air as aftershocks ripped through me. My entire body was drenched in sweat, my hair sticking to my face, but I didn’t care.
			

			
				George and Ewan weren’t done with me yet. George’s hands gripped my hips firmly, and I felt him start to thrust up into me again, slow but deep, hitting all the right spots. Ewan, still behind me, pushed forward to fill me completely once more and I felt their cocks rubbing against each other through me.
			

			
				The sensation of them both inside me was overwhelming. My overstimulated body trembled with every movement, a mix of pleasure and exhaustion making me whimper softly. I could hear their breathing grow heavier as they pushed closer to their own climaxes.
			

			
				“I’m so close,” George gasped, his head falling back as his cock throbbed inside me.
			

			
				“Me too,” Ewan muttered.
			

			
				Their words sent me over the edge again, another orgasm ripping through me with shattering force. I cried out, my body spasming uncontrollably as both men groaned loudly in response.
			

			
				“Fuck,” George gasped, his hips jerking upward one final time as he spilled himself deep inside me. I felt the wetness as he flooded my cunt, each pulse of his cock releasing load after load.
			

			
				Ewan followed moments later, groaning as he thrust forward, emptying himself into me. The warmth of them both filling me simultaneously was amazing, my overstimulated body collapsing against George’s chest, my cunt and ass contracting around them.
			

			
				George and Ewan held me there, panting hard, their bodies trembling as they came down from their highs. Slowly, Ewan withdrew, his cock making a loud, wet popping sound as my ass released it. I felt his cum follow, pouring out of my gaping hole. Shakily, I lifted off George and his hard cock flopped out, also followed by floods of cum, running down my inner thighs and dripping onto George.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” I whispered as I tried to catch my breath and slow my racing heart.
			

			
				The professor cleared his throat. “Well,” he said, pausing and sounding momentarily speechless, “I think that concludes today’s lesson. Let’s have a round of applause for our models.”
			

			
				There was some clapping from the class. I looked at the students, most of them just looked stunned. Quite a few of the boys still had their hands in their trousers. So did Beanie Girl, her neck and chest flushed like she’d just climaxed herself. Adam gave me a wink.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we tried to clean ourselves up, most of the class left. Adam came over. “Wow, you were amazing today,” he said.
			

			
				“Thanks,” I said, reaching out and squeezing his hand. “I loved it. I think I could get used to threesomes.”
			

			
				“Well, how about you and George come back to mine after lectures,” smirked Adam. “There’s no reason we can’t organise our own threesome.”
			

			
				Ewan was nearby, standing on one leg and trying to get his jeans on without falling over. “Can I come too?” he asked.
			

			
				I felt another rush of arousal. Could I really have all three of them at the same time? I paused to think about it. 
			

			
				“Why not?” I said eventually, my heart pounding. “Let’s do it.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				The Research Assignment - Short Story
			

			
				Joanne
			

			
				 
			

			
				I was sitting in my favourite class, Human Sexuality, and the professor was going through our proposed research assignments. I glanced across at my best mate and research partner, Rachel. We'd struggled to settle on a research project, and at the last minute, we'd just thrown in something random. I was a bit worried the professor was not going to be impressed.
			

			
				"Agnes and Allie," he was saying, consulting his list. "Let me see, your proposed paper is called 'Prevalence of Sexual Satisfaction in Single versus Partnered Adults.' Yes, that's an excellent subject for study, well done. Approved."
			

			
				He went through a few more proposed papers, giving his approval each time. Finally, he got to Rachel and me. "Rachel and Joanne," he said. I felt my heart fluttering with nerves. He paused while he read our entry from his clipboard. "Hmm, is that it?"
			

			
				My face flushed. Just as I'd feared, he wasn't impressed. "I expected something a bit more interesting from you two," he said. "You do realise this research project counts for fifty percent of the course? ‘A Study of the Distribution of Erect Penis Sizes’ has been done too many times before."
			

			
				He paced up and down at the front of the class, shaking his head. "It also has the problem that studies always rely on self-reporting, which is notoriously unreliable, especially amongst men measuring their own penises," he continued. "I had hoped that we would aim for the highest standards of scientific research."
			

			
				"Please, sir," I heard Rachel interrupt him next to me, her hand half in the air. "We are planning to measure the subjects ourselves to remove any self-reporting bias."
			

			
				My head swung round to look at Rachel, my mouth open. We certainly hadn't mentioned that when we discussed it earlier. I had a feeling she was ad-libbing now following the professor's scorn. Was she really suggesting we were going to measure some boys' erect penises?
			

			
				The professor paused in his pacing, his hand reaching up to stroke his wispy beard as he considered this. He placed his clipboard on the desk. "Well, that does make things a lot more interesting," he said. "Even Kinsey relied on self-reporting."
			

			
				He paused, looking between the two of us. My heart thumped in my chest. After what seemed like forever, a big grin broke out on his face. "Excellent! I think this is going to be a fantastic research project, and I look forward to the results," he said.
			

			
				I let out a breath I hadn't realised I'd been holding and glanced at Rachel in relief. The professor was still droning on. "You could also compare each subject with their own self-report and draw conclusions on how much skew self-reporting makes to the data, extrapolating to compare with other studies."
			

			
				He paused in his musing and looked at us again. "How are you going to get the subjects?" he suddenly asked, looking at me with his piercing eyes.
			

			
				"Er..." I said hesitantly, "advertise around the uni?"
			

			
				"No!" he said, shaking his head. "That won't do at all. Only subjects who are happy with their penis size will apply. The data will be far too unreliable and skewed towards larger penises. No, the only way would be to make measurement mandatory across a random selection of students."
			

			
				He gestured to the whole class, “Everyone, I expect all of you with a penis to help Rachel and Allie with their research project. I’ll be telling all my classes the same. It’s the only way to get good data. I’m sure you’ll all be happy to help your fellow students.”
			

			
				A hushed silence had settled over the class. I glanced around nervously, some of the boys were looking at us with naughty grins, but a few had their mouths open and looked pale with shock. 
			

			
				The professor retrieved his clipboard from the desk, “Moving on,” he said, referring to his notes, “Simon and Tina, let’s see. You want to see how many times you can have sex with each other in one week, no, no, no, that’s not an interesting subject for anyone other than yourselves...”
			

			
				 
			

			
				After the class, I caught up with Rachel in the corridor and grabbed her arm, “Rachel!” I said urgently, “What have you got us into?”
			

			
				Rachel stopped and gave me a big grin. "You should be thanking me," she said. "You heard him, without us doing the measurements we wouldn't even have a project."
			

			
				"Okay, that's true," I said. "But we'll have to touch their dicks!"
			

			
				"I know," she said with a mischievous grin. "I can't wait."
			

			
				I had to admit, I was feeling quite turned on at the prospect myself. I loved sex, and as I wasn’t conventionally pretty like Rachel, I sometimes struggled to attract boys. I guess I didn’t help myself with the way I dressed, but I felt most comfortable in baggy jumpers, long layered dresses and my signature beanie, which I wore everywhere. 
			

			
				I couldn’t deny it, I was feeling a bit excited about seeing the erections of all the boys I’d been lusting after all term. Especially one. He was called Adam and he sat in front of me in Human Sexuality class. He had wonderfully naughty, twinkling eyes. Even better, he was on the swim team, and I spent a lot of the class looking at his strong shoulders, and his firm bottom whenever he got up from his seat.
			

			
				Adam had fucked half the girls in the class, although he’d never looked twice at me. Rumours from the girls that he’d slept with said that he had a massive cock. I’d masturbated to the thought so many times.
			

			
				“Okay, okay,” I said to Rachel. “Let’s go to the Student Union and plan out how we’re going to run the research.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was two weeks later, and the day had arrived for our research data gathering. We had secured the use of three adjoining offices in the Biology building. In the first office, we positioned a laptop with a browser open to PornHub, alongside a selection of pornographic magazines spread across the desk.
			

			
				The plan was for participants to queue down the corridor. Each individual would enter the first office alone and proceed to remove their trousers and underwear. Then, using the provided materials, they would attempt to achieve an erection. Afterwards, they would record their own measurements on a form and deposit it into a sealed box.
			

			
				When we were ready for the subject, we would call them into the middle office. There, Rachel and I would measure the length and girth of their erections and document our findings. The mere thought of this task made me break out in a nervous sweat. Once measured, the subject would proceed to the third office, where they could dress in privacy before departing.
			

			
				At exactly eleven o'clock, Rachel and I were ready. Peering through the frosted glass into the first office, we noticed our initial subject had arrived. Rachel appeared composed, while I was a mess of nerves, sweat beading on my forehead and my heart hammering in my chest.
			

			
				"You can measure the first one," I whispered urgently to Rachel.
			

			
				"Thanks," she replied with a smirk, then speaking louder, she beckoned to the individual in the adjacent room, "You can come in now.”
			

			
				A nervous boy entered, carrying his shoes, trousers and pants. He was naked from the waist down. I felt my breathing quicken as I saw his erect cock, protruding from a nest of pubic hair.
			

			
				“Just stand there please,” said Rachel, picking up her tape measure. The boy stroked his cock a bit, trying to get it to peak hardness. Seeing him do that sent a bolt of electricity to my crotch. Rachel approached and wrapped the tape around his penis, halfway up.
			

			
				“Girth five and a quarter inches,” she called out. I wrote that down on my clipboard. Then she pressed one end of the tape measure against his pubic bone and measured the length. The boy looked less nervous and seemed to be enjoying the gentle touch of the tape.
			

			
				“Length, six and a half inches,” she said. I noted that down as well.
			

			
				“Thank you,” she told the boy, “You can go now.”
			

			
				He went through to the next office and closed the door. "See?" Rachel said to me, "It’s easy."
			

			
				"Fair enough," I replied. "But I’m still shaking, look." I held out my hands to show her.
			

			
				"Okay, I’ll do the next couple, then you can have a go," she said.
			

			
				The next few subjects came through, and Rachel measured them. Some were a bit smaller, and some were a bit bigger than our first subject. One of them was a lad I fancied; he happened to be one of the larger ones. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from his impressive, erect cock, which stood proudly upright. I wondered if he might have given me a naughty look as he departed.
			

			
				I was really sweating now, so I removed my jumper. I typically wore baggy band t-shirts to conceal my curves, but the one I had chosen that morning was starting to feel a bit snug. I realised it actually accentuated my ample breasts rather than concealing them as I was accustomed to. Rachel cast an approving glance at my chest. "That will help with the erections," she giggled. I noticed she was wearing a low-cut top, and upon reflection, it seemed she had been attempting to catch the boys' attention by subtly displaying her cleavage.
			

			
				“Right, it’s your turn now,” she said, handing me the tape before calling out. “Come in!”
			

			
				The next lad happened to be another one I fancied. Damn, I was nervous all over again. I noticed him stealing a glance at my tits, then quickly looking away, clearly embarrassed. His cock was slightly larger than most we’d encountered and rock solid. I wrapped the tape measure around the middle of his shaft, my fingers brushing against it and making my heart pound.
			

			
				“Five inches girth,” I informed Rachel as she jotted it down.
			

			
				I was striving to maintain professionalism, but I couldn’t shake the throbbing sensation between my legs. God, I adored men’s cocks. Seeing so many was really turning me on.
			

			
				“And the length?” Rachel inquired, snapping me out of my daydreaming. I realised I was just staring at his dick. “Sorry!” I said, pressing the end of the tape against his warm skin at the base of his cock and positioning it firmly against his pubic bone.
			

			
				With my other hand, I slid the rest of the tape down his shaft, inadvertently brushing my hand along its length. He emitted a soft moan of pleasure, and his cock visibly throbbed. “Sorry,” I muttered once more. I had to steady the head of his cock with my fingers to obtain an accurate measurement. I could feel his heartbeat in it.
			

			
				“Six and three quarter inches length,” I announced, and Rachel promptly recorded it.
			

			
				“Thank you,” I said to him, but he just stood there, grinning at me.
			

			
				“Do you want to get a drink later?” he asked, catching me off guard. I felt my face flush bright red. Rachel sniggered, covering her mouth to stifle her laughter.
			

			
				“That would be nice,” I managed to reply.
			

			
				“I’ll text you later,” he said, before leaving the room, his erection swaying from side to side as he walked.
			

			
				“Holy fuck, you lucky bitch,” Rachel exclaimed, smiling. “I’d love to have that cock in me.”
			

			
				“It’s just a drink,” I protested, still feeling embarrassed.
			

			
				“And you wouldn’t fuck him after?” she teased, raising her eyebrows.
			

			
				“Well, okay, obviously I would,” I admitted.
			

			
				“Next!” she shouted.
			

			
				The next lad entered. “Look, I’m sorry,” he said, “I’ve only got a semi. I forgot about this research, and I shagged my girlfriend right before. It takes me a while to get going again after sex.” He didn’t seem too apologetic though, there was a hint of cocky swagger about him.
			

			
				“Don’t worry,” said Rachel. “I’ll give you a hand.”
			

			
				She strode over to him, pushing me aside, and wrapped her hand around his dick.
			

			
				“Rachel!” I exclaimed in shock. This hadn’t been part of the plan.
			

			
				His penis was already pretty sizable, but it hung limply between his legs. She began to masturbate him with her hand, all the while pushing her chest up and pressing her breasts against his arm.
			

			
				“That’s working,” he said with a smile. “But it would help if you got your tits out.”
			

			
				“Course it would,” she laughed, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder. Reaching into her cleavage, she pulled out first one, and then the other breast. She had fabulous tits, nice and big with large nipples. “There you go!”
			

			
				She resumed masturbating his cock. I could see it getting harder and bigger. It was clearly going to be the biggest one we’d seen today.
			

			
				“We’re getting there,” said the lad. “But my girlfriend always uses her mouth if she wants to get me hard for a second round.”
			

			
				“Oh, does she now?” laughed Rachel. “Very well.”
			

			
				I gasped in shock as she knelt down in front of him and took his nearly erect cock into her mouth. She began to move her head back and forth, sucking and licking him. The lad was groaning with pleasure, a huge grin on his face. I could see he was fully erect now, and significantly larger than any others we’d seen.
			

			
				“Right, then,” said Rachel, removing it from her mouth and regarding it admiringly. She stood up and measured him. “Five and three quarters inches girth, seven inches length,” she announced, as the lad smiled proudly. I quickly jotted down the measurements.
			

			
				“I can’t believe you just did that, Rachel,” I said, shaking my head. Rachel remained standing there with her tits out.
			

			
				“Only in the name of science,” she said, smirking.
			

			
				“Right, you can go,” I said to the lad, who was still just standing there, his substantial cock proudly on display. I couldn't deny feeling a twinge of jealousy watching Rachel suck it.
			

			
				“Er,” he hesitated. “You’re not going to leave me like this, are you?” He glanced at Rachel, raising his eyebrows.
			

			
				There was a moment of silence, and then Rachel knelt back down. “Okay, fine!” she exclaimed.
			

			
				“Rachel!” I exclaimed in shock once more.
			

			
				Rachel resumed sucking his cock, simultaneously stroking the shaft with one hand while reaching up to massage his balls with the other. The lad was clearly relishing every moment, sporting a massive grin as he watched her expertly pleasure his rigid, pulsating cock.
			

			
				I shook my head in mock disgust, but I found myself unable to tear my gaze away. Moreover, I became increasingly aware of the growing dampness between my legs. My cunt throbbed with desire, and I struggled to resist the urge to slide my hand between my legs and relieve myself.
			

			
				Before long, the lad's breathing became laboured, punctuated by small, involuntary moans. Suddenly, his groans grew louder, and I could see his balls tense as his shaft throbbed. Then, he came in Rachel’s mouth. Initially, she swallowed it down, but as he continued to climax, some of his cum spilled out of her mouth and trailed down her chin, eventually dripping onto her exposed breasts.
			

			
				Once he had finished, Rachel stood up, and I handed her a tissue to wipe off her face and breasts.
			

			
				“Go on, get out,” I instructed him. “We’ve still got plenty more subjects to measure, you know.”
			

			
				The lad smirked at both of us before making his way through to the other room. Rachel tucked her tits away and gave me a wink.
			

			
				“I can’t believe you sometimes,” I remarked. I attempted to sound serious, but then I couldn't help but burst into laughter. “You're so naughty.”
			

			
				“I just couldn’t resist,” she admitted, then called out. “Next!”
			

			
				The following lad to enter was one I didn’t particularly care for. He was a football player, always strutting about as if he were God’s gift to women. I glanced down at his cock and had to suppress a laugh. His cock was rock hard, but tiny.
			

			
				Rachel shot me a look that seemed to say, “You can handle this one.”
			

			
				I picked up the tape measure and wrapped it around his tiny penis. “Four inches girth,” I called out for Rachel to jot down.
			

			
				Then, I measured the length. “Three inches in length,” I announced. The lad looked embarrassed and couldn’t leave quickly enough, a stark contrast to his usual swaggering demeanour.
			

			
				As soon as he’d departed, Rachel and I locked eyes and burst into laughter. “Shhh!” I hushed her, “He might hear us.”
			

			
				We took turns measuring the next few subjects. With each one, I found myself growing increasingly aroused, my desire intensifying as I gazed at and occasionally touched their cocks. I was also uncomfortably aware that I was still too hot and had sweat patches showing on my t-shirt under my arms. I couldn't help but wonder if my knickers were completely soaked through by now.
			

			
				And then, finally, the moment I'd been both longing for and dreading arrived. Adam entered, holding his folded trousers and pants in front of him, obscuring my view of his cock at first. However, as he placed them on the desk, I couldn't help but let out an audible gasp. His cock was magnificent; rock hard, and the longest and thickest we'd seen all day.
			

			
				“I’m the last one,” said Adam. I suddenly realised that both Rachel and I had been standing there, mouths wide open, staring at his cock.
			

			
				Rachel reached for the tape measure, but I quickly beat her to it. “It’s my turn to measure,” I said. She shot me a jealous glance.
			

			
				"Hi Joanne," said Adam with a twinkle in his eye as I approached him. I didn’t even know if he knew my name until now.
			

			
				I swallowed nervously. "Hi Adam," I managed to reply, feeling Rachel's gaze burning into me, as if she sensed something was going on.
			

			
				“I like your t-shirt,” he remarked.
			

			
				I glanced down at my prominent breasts stretching the fabric. "Er… thanks," I replied awkwardly. "I have to… measure you now."
			

			
				“Go ahead,” he said, smirking.
			

			
				I wrapped the tape measure around his thick, throbbing cock. Bloody hell, his dick was so perfect, like something straight out of a porn film. “Six and a half inches girth,” I reported, my hands trembling slightly.
			

			
				I suddenly realised I had wrapped a hand around his cock and was gently stroking it back and forth. I relished the velvety softness of his skin, overlaying his rock hard length. He was uncircumcised and perfectly straight. It was the nicest cock I’d ever seen.
			

			
				“What are you doing?” asked Rachel, noticing I was still stroking it.
			

			
				“Er… just making sure it’s fully hard,” I stammered, my face burning red with embarrassment.
			

			
				Letting go of it, I pressed the tape measure against his pubic bone and ran the measure up to the tip of his cock. “Bloody hell,” I exclaimed.
			

			
				“Well, how big is it?” asked Rachel, struggling to see.
			

			
				“Nine… nine,” I stammered.
			

			
				“Fucking hell, nine inches?” Rachel exclaimed.
			

			
				"...nine and a half inches," I finished.
			

			
				“Wow,” said Rachel.
			

			
				I couldn’t resist the urge to wrap my hand around it and start stroking it again. Adam was clearly enjoying it; his hand went to my ass and pulled me into a close embrace. My cunt was on fire now, I’d never been so horny. His other hand went to one of my huge, soft breasts, groping me roughly through my t-shirt. Just the feeling of his hand brushing my nipples made me go weak at the knees as pleasure surged through my body.
			

			
				“Do you want to fuck me?” I heard myself whispering.
			

			
				I hadn’t actually meant right now. But that’s what Adam thought.
			

			
				He lifted my t-shirt over my head, revealing my lacy bra, struggling to contain my large tits. His hand went to the back of my neck, and he confidently pulled my face to his, opening my mouth with his tongue. We kissed passionately as he pressed me backwards against the desk, my hand still stroking his cock. He was so forceful, and such a good kisser, my whole body was flushed with pleasurable sensations.
			

			
				His touch ignited a fiery desire within me, every stroke of his tongue against mine sending electric sparks through my body. I melted into his embrace, my senses overwhelmed by the intoxicating taste of his lips. As he pressed me against the desk, I felt an urgency building within me, a desperate need for him to fuck me consumed my every thought.
			

			
				My bra dropped away. He must have undone it, I hadn’t even noticed. He pulled away from the kiss, leaving me gasping for more. And then one of my nipples was in his warm, wet mouth. It stiffened immediately, and his forceful sucking sent a burst of electricity through my whole body. I let out a loud moan of pleasure, my head arching back in ecstasy.
			

			
				He sucked on one nipple while rubbing the other with his fingers, and then switched round. The sensation was overwhelming and I thought I might come, just from the nipple stimulation.
			

			
				I remembered that Rachel was in the room. I glanced at her and saw her face and chest was flushed. I was shocked to see that her hand was in her unbuttoned jeans as she fingered herself.
			

			
				“What?” she said, guiltily.
			

			
				“You should… go…” I began to say to her, my breath coming fast and irregular.
			

			
				“No fucking way,” she replied defiantly. “I want to watch this.”
			

			
				I didn’t have the ability to argue. Adam swiftly pulled down my long skirt and knickers in one fluid motion, causing them to pool around my ankles. I leaned back onto the desk, sitting on the edge, and instinctively opened my legs for him. My cunt was soaked, actually dripping with my essence, my thick bush matted and drenched. I could feel his eyes on my pink opening, and I knew he liked what he saw.
			

			
				I was still holding his hard, pulsating cock. I pulled him towards me and positioned the tip inside my folds. With a forceful thrust of his hips, he entered me, stretching me open wider than I had ever been stretched before. His cock was so big, and it felt incredible as it filled me. I could feel every inch of him as he slid deep inside me. I let out a loud howl of ecstasy.
			

			
				He withdrew almost all the way, and then thrust inside me again, even deeper this time. “Fuuuck,” I howled. I could feel myself teetering on the edge of an orgasm, my body aching for release. The third thrust sent me hurtling over the edge, causing me to almost scream. The pleasure surged through me, spreading from my core to every corner of my body, making every one of my nerves tingle with ecstasy.
			

			
				My orgasm didn’t stop him. He continued to fuck me right through it and out the other side. My tits were bouncing about like crazy, and I could see my white essence building up around the base of his cock. Bloody hell, that meant he’d managed to bury the full nine and a half inches inside me. I hadn’t even realised that was possible.
			

			
				As he relentlessly pounded into me, I was lost in a whirlwind of pleasure, each thrust sending shockwaves of ecstasy coursing through my body. I felt utterly consumed by the intensity of his fucking, my senses overwhelmed by the sheer pleasure of being filled so completely by him.
			

			
				I managed a quick glance at Rachel. There she was, frantically fingering herself inside her jeans with one hand and squeezing an exposed nipple with the other. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her cheeks flushed with the heat of her desire as she watched us.
			

			
				I came again, succumbing to the overwhelming sensations that flooded my entire body. With my eyes closed, I surrendered to the waves of pleasure that crashed over me, each one more intense than the last. And when I finally regained my senses, Adam withdrew and spun me around, bending me over the desk.
			

			
				As he entered me from behind, a whole new wave of sensations engulfed me, his cock stretching me in new ways I couldn’t have imagined. He began to pound into me, harder now. I couldn’t see Rachel, but I could hear her orgasm.
			

			
				He held me wide open with his hands, his gaze fixed intently on the sight of himself fucking me. A sudden thrill coursed through me as I realised he could see every inch of my exposed body, including my asshole. And then, to my delight, I felt his thumb press against it, sending a jolt of pleasure coursing through me.
			

			
				The sensation of him opening my ass sent me hurtling over the edge once more, my body convulsing with the intensity of my climax. I felt myself teetering on the brink of consciousness as waves of pleasure washed over me, my breasts squashed against the cool surface of the desk.
			

			
				And then, I felt myself gaping and open as he suddenly withdrew. A long stream of warm cum shot across my back, coating me in its sticky warmth. Wave after wave of cum cascaded over my back, including my ass and dripping down my folds.
			

			
				The three of us were panting with exertion and ecstasy. I collapsed against the desk, my body spent and unable to move. The whole thing had taken less than five minutes, but it was the best fuck of my life.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” I heard Rachel whisper, licking her own release off her fingers.
			

			
				When I finally managed to gather myself, I turned around and looked at Adam. His chest was covered with sweat, and his massive cock hung limply between his legs, still glistening with my essence.
			

			
				“Do you two girls want to come back to mine for another round?” he asked.
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