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My First Time Was A Threesome


A Fun And Dirty FFM Adventure



Chapter One




It all started when my best friend, Paige, got a boyfriend. Both of us were new to dating, and neither of us had ever been with a boy before. I was away at college during the week, and Paige still lived in our hometown, working at the grocery store. I came home every weekend, and Paige and I always watched a movie at her house on a Saturday night.

That first Saturday was the start of something new, something fun, and something ridiculously filthy. I’d just gotten home from college and was dumping all my dirty clothes in my parents’ washing machine when my phone lit up with Paige’s name.

I smiled before I even answered. “Hey, stranger.”

“Hey, Jess,” she said, sounding slightly breathless. “Okay, don’t freak out.”

“What is it?”

“So… I have news.” She paused for dramatic effect. “I have a boyfriend.”

I laughed. “Paige. That’s great news. Who is he?”

“His name’s Evan. He’s… nice. Like, really nice. And a surfer.” I could practically hear her blushing through the phone. “We’ve been seeing each other every night this week.”

“Night?” I grinned. “Does that mean you’ve finally… done it?”

There was a pause. “Yes,” she screamed.

We both screamed down the phone at each other.

“Oh. My. God,” I said, when I’d eventually calmed down. “I always knew that you’d be the first to lose it. I don’t think I’ll ever meet someone.”

“Oh, babe, you will,” she reassured me. “You’re only nineteen. I’m sure you’ll find someone soon.”

“I hope so. You can tell me all about it tonight. I assume we’re still on for movie night?”

“Actually,” she said, “that’s kind of why I’m calling.”

I leaned against the washing machine. “Uh-huh. Go on.”

“Well,” she rushed on, “Evan asked what I was doing this Saturday, and I told him about movie night, and he asked if he could come along.” She inhaled sharply. “And I wanted to ask you first before I said yes.”

I pictured it instantly: Paige’s bedroom, her double bed against the wall that we chilled on to watch films. And a surfer boy, sitting there with us. The image felt strange, like imagining a new piece of furniture in a room I knew by heart.

“You don’t have to say yes,” she added quickly. “I just… I didn’t want you to feel weird about it.”

I smiled. “Paige, it’s fine. Really.”

“Yeah?” Her relief was obvious. “You’re not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?” I said. “I want to meet him. Anyone who makes you scream like that on the phone can’t be all bad.”

She laughed, a high, giddy sound. “Okay, good. Because I think you’ll like him.”

“And if I don’t?” I teased.

“Then we’ll steal all the blankets and make him sit on the floor,” she said. “Best friend rules.”

I laughed. “I’ll see you tonight then. I’ve got a new flavor of popcorn for us to try.”

After we hung up, I stood there longer than necessary, staring at the washing machine, with a strange feeling in my stomach.

Like always, I let myself into Paige’s house and said hello to her mom, who was baking something in the kitchen. Then I went upstairs and knocked on Paige’s bedroom door. I didn’t usually do that, but now there was the boyfriend to consider. She called out for me to come in.

The room looked the same as it always did, fairy lights draped along the headboard, casting everything in a warm glow. Paige jumped up from the bed the second she saw me.

“Jessie!” she squealed, pulling me into a hug. She seemed brighter somehow. Her blonde hair fell straight and shiny over her shoulders, and she was wearing a fitted tank top and shorts that showed off her slim frame. Paige had always been petite; small waist, small hips, and a chest that was neat and firm.

“And this,” she said, turning and grabbing the hand of the guy standing awkwardly near her desk, “is Evan.”

He smiled when he looked at me, easy and open. He was tall, tanned, and unmistakably a surfer type. His sun-lightened blond hair fell into his eyes, his shoulders broad from swimming. He wore a loose T-shirt and board shorts, like he’d just stepped off the beach.

“Hey,” he said. “You must be Jessie. Paige talks about you all the time.”

I felt my cheeks warm as I shook his hand. “Hopefully good things.”

“All good,” he said, grinning. “I hope you don’t mind me crashing your movie night.”

“Not at all,” I replied truthfully. I was already charmed.

Paige beamed.

I suddenly felt very aware of myself. I’d thrown on a soft sweater and leggings for comfort, not presentation, and my dark hair was still slightly damp from a rushed shower. My body had never been as perfect as Paige’s. I had curves where she had straight lines, a softness to my stomach and hips. My breasts were fuller and heavier, settling naturally instead of perking up on their own. I’d always described myself as a few pounds overweight, but Paige liked to call me “curvy and cute.”

“Come on,” Paige said, flopping back onto the bed and patting the blankets. “Movie night.”

We sat back against the wall, our legs straight out in front of us. I was on one side of Paige, and Evan was on the other. An unmistakable male presence in the cozy room that was usually only full of feminine energy. It felt strange.


Chapter Two




The movie itself faded into the background. It was one of those action films where you didn’t even need to follow the plot; you just had to admire all the car crashes and gun battles. We talked over half of it anyway, whispering dumb commentary and laughing when we weren’t supposed to. Evan fit in so naturally that I stopped noticing him as “Paige’s boyfriend” and started seeing him as just… Evan. Funny, relaxed, and easy to be around.

At some point, Paige curled into his side without thinking about it, like it was the most natural thing in the world. His arm slid around her shoulders, her bare thigh pressed against his, and I didn’t feel weird about it at all. If anything, it felt kind of nice.

When the credits rolled, Paige didn’t even look at me before she leaned in and kissed him. It wasn’t shy or tentative. It was immediate and hungry, like they’d been holding back all night. Evan’s hand slid into her hair, fingers curling into it. Paige shifted closer, practically climbing into his lap, her body pressed against his as if she needed to feel every inch of him.

I should have looked away. I knew that. But I didn’t. I felt a tiny stab of jealousy, but a bigger slice of excitement at watching them. Their kissing grew messier, their breathing heavier. Paige made a soft, involuntary sound of pleasure. The whole thing was undeniably horny and intimate. I felt my stomach flutter in a way I hadn’t expected, and a rush of heat between my thighs.

Eventually, Paige pulled back just enough to laugh softly, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright. She glanced at me then, sheepish but glowing.

“Sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be,” I replied. “If you want, I can go. Give you some privacy.”

Paige shook her head immediately. “No,” she said. “You may as well stay. We’re not going to kick you out or anything.” She bit her lip, then added, “And… we probably won’t be long.”

Wait. Long doing what? My stomach flipped, heat blooming fiercely between my legs. I laughed softly, shaking my head. She must have been joking.

Evan leaned in and kissed her again, even more passionately this time. I could see their tongues fighting each other, overflowing from their mouths, and making their lips wet.

“I guess I can hang out for a bit,” I said lightly, forcing my voice to stay casual. “Put some music on or something.” I realized that I actually wanted to watch them… do whatever it was they were going to do.

They shifted closer together on the bed, bodies angled away from me now, giving me space without asking for it. I curled up at the other end, pulling my knees in, suddenly very aware of my own breathing.

Paige reached for the blanket at the foot of the bed and tugged it up around herself and Evan, covering them together. There was a brief shuffle of movement, Paige shifting. And then her shorts dropped onto the floor. Evan lifted himself just for a second, the mattress creaking softly as Paige tugged down his shorts, too.

I couldn’t see much. Just the outline of two bodies close together, the subtle motion of the blanket as Paige’s arm moved up and down. Oh my God. She was stroking his cock under the blanket as he lay on his back. I stayed perfectly still at my end of the bed, eyes fixed on the blanket. I knew I should look away, but I didn’t.

They didn’t seem to mind me watching them. Paige’s eyes flicked to mine for a second, almost to check that I was watching. She bit her lip and then went back to kissing Evan. I lay there, heart racing, body humming with sensations I wasn’t used to. My pussy was aching to be touched, but I didn’t dare.

Evan’s arm moved… lower. There was a wet sound. Paige gasped, arching her back slightly. Now both of their hands were moving under the blanket. Paige settled into a soft, rhythmic moaning as he fingered her just out of sight. I squirmed slightly on the bed, my own panties soaking wet with arousal.

He moved on top of her. There was a pause as they adjusted, and then his hips thrust down. She let out a loud groan of pleasure. Fuck. His cock is inside her. She seemed to be enjoying it. A lot. As the blanket started to move up and down over his ass, her hands went to his shoulders, gripping tightly, the knuckles turning white. Her back arched, and her eyes closed. Every thrust made her moan loudly with pleasure.

As Evan began to pick up the pace, the bed started to creak. Paige’s moans grew louder, more frantic. Her hands slipped down his back, knocking the blanket down until I could see the top of his bare ass, pumping up and down.

I lay there, frozen and buzzing all at once, every nerve awake. I could feel my own heartbeat everywhere, especially between my thighs, where the ache had turned into a throb I couldn’t ignore anymore. I pressed my knees together, trying to be subtle even though no one was looking at me now. The bed creaked rhythmically, and I squeezed my eyes shut for a second, overwhelmed by how real it all felt.

I couldn’t resist anymore. I put my hands between my thighs, clamped against my mound on top of my jeans. I pressed hard, feeling the sensation of the fabric against my clit, moving my hips slightly to grind against my hand.

Paige’s breathing changed. It went from heavy panting to broken, like she couldn’t quite catch enough air. She clutched at Evan’s bare ass. For a second, everything seemed to freeze, and then she let out a howl of relief as she let go. Her body shook and squirmed under him as the howl turned to one long moan.

Evan’s pace increased even more, slamming into her. When he came, he was quieter, letting out a grunt, followed by a low groan. His ass stopped moving, and I imagined his cum flooding her cunt just out of sight. Everything was quiet, except for the sound of the three of us breathing heavily. Even the credits of the film had finished, the screen black and silent.

Finally, Evan rolled off of her, taking half the blanket with him. I caught a glimpse of Paige’s pussy; pink, swollen, and framed with dark hair, before she moved her panties back to cover it.

She laughed softly, dazed and overwhelmed, tugging some of the blanket back to cover her legs.

“I’m going to the bathroom,” Evan announced. He bounced off the bed and stood on the floor, pulling up his shorts and underwear that were down by his thighs. But not before I caught a glimpse of his cock. It was semi-hard, hanging down, glistening with wetness. And… were all dicks that big? It was my first time seeing one in real life, but it seemed… huge.

The door clicked shut behind him, the sound oddly loud in the sudden quiet. For a second, neither of us moved. Then Paige burst out laughing.

“Oh, my God,” she breathed, flopping back against the pillows and covering her face with both hands. “Jessie. Oh, my God.”

I laughed too, the kind that comes out too fast and a little hysterical, my chest still tight with adrenaline. “Paige,” I said. “What the hell just happened?”

She peeked at me through her fingers, eyes shining. “We just fucked. Like we’ve been doing every night. But this time with you here.”

My face felt like it was on fire. “I cannot believe you did that in front of me.”

“I cannot believe you stayed,” she shot back. “And you enjoyed it.” She rolled onto her side to face me, her hair a mess, and her cheeks flushed in that unmistakable afterglow. “I saw you touching yourself.”

I shook my head. “That’s the thing. It was… kind of exciting. I tried not to, but I couldn’t help myself.”

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, the fairy lights still glowing overhead. The room smelled different now, like sex.

Paige let out a happy sigh. “I can’t believe this is my life now. Getting fucked by my boyfriend is sooo good. And, with you here, too… I don’t know, it was even better.” She looked at me, her eyes narrowing to a mischievous look. “Shall we do the same thing again next Saturday?”


Chapter Three




Icouldn’t concentrate on college work at all that week. My lectures blurred together, and every time I tried to read the same paragraph for the third time, my mind drifted straight back to Paige’s bedroom: the fairy lights, the laughter afterward, the way everything had felt charged and new. I kept replaying little moments in my head, the look Paige gave me, the flush in her cheeks… Evan’s bare ass. I’d never felt like that before.

And my poor little bullet vibrator. I’d had to charge it four times that week. Every night, every morning, and sometimes in between, I’d been sliding it into my panties and using it to come over and over again while I visualized Evan and Paige fucking.

Every time my phone buzzed, I half-expected it to be Paige. When it finally was, just a casual message about what movie we should watch, I felt a ridiculous little thrill run through me. I typed back too fast, my heart beating harder than it should have.

And then she sent me a selfie of her and Evan in bed together. I could only see their faces and their bare shoulders, but I knew they were naked out of shot. And from the color in their cheeks, they’d just been fucking. Just that image had me more turned on than I even had been before.

Saturday rolled around agonizingly slowly, each hour dragging its feet as if it knew I was waiting. By the time I threw on my jacket and headed out, I was wound tight with anticipation, nerves buzzing just under my skin.

I turned up at Paige’s house with my customary big bag of popcorn, standing outside her bedroom door for a second longer than usual before knocking. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting; everything to be the same, or everything to be completely different.

The door opened, and Paige grinned at me, eyes bright and knowing. She’d put her hair up in a loose bun, and she was wearing a little summer dress that was really short. She looked amazing. I’d made a bit more effort, too. I was wearing a knee-length skirt and a top that showed off my ample tits. I’d never admit it, but I wanted Evan to fancy me.

“Hey,” she said, her eyes flicking up and down my body in a way that made my stomach flip. “You look… really good.”

I laughed, a little breathless. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

The bed was freshly made, the air faintly scented with some incense that wasn’t there last week. Evan was perched on the edge of the bed, phone in hand, but he looked up as soon as I walked in.

“Hey, Jessie,” he said, smiling. “Nice to see you again.”

His tone was friendly and easy. It made heat bloom between my legs. His blond hair was stylishly messy, like he’d just gotten up, and he was wearing a clean T-shirt and shorts that showed off his tan legs.

“Hey,” I replied, suddenly very conscious of my skirt, of the way my top hugged my chest. “Ready for another terrible movie?”

Paige flopped onto the bed dramatically. “Bring it on.”

We settled in, the three of us close again, popcorn between us. This time, Paige didn’t hesitate before leaning into Evan, and he didn’t hesitate before wrapping an arm around her. I caught Evan glancing at me once or twice, quick looks that might’ve meant nothing, but might have been looking at my tits. Each time, my skin buzzed with electricity. I turned slightly on my side so that he could see them better, letting them bulge out of my top.

I couldn’t focus on the movie at all.

Every explosion, every line of dialogue felt like it was just getting in the way of what I knew was coming. My attention was fixed less on the screen and more on the way Paige’s fingers traced lazy patterns on Evan’s chest. And the way his hand rested on her thigh, sliding ever so slightly up under her short dress. I couldn’t wait for the film to end.

When the credits finally rolled, I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. Paige turned toward Evan immediately, her mouth already on his, hands moving with confidence as she pushed his shirt up and over his head. It caught briefly before he lifted his arms and let it slide free, tossing it to the floor.

Up close, he looked even better than I’d been imagining all week. Broad shoulders, lean muscle, and that easy surfer physique, like his body had been toned from surfing rather than the gym. His skin was golden, smooth, his chest lightly dusted with blond hair that dipped down toward his stomach. Paige’s hands spread over him like she couldn’t get enough, palms flattening against his chest, fingers digging in just a little as she kissed him harder.

Evan groaned softly and reached for her dress, grabbing the fabric at her hips. He took his time pulling it up, breaking the kiss only long enough to drag it over her head. Paige helped, arms lifting, messy blonde bun getting in the way. When the dress hit the floor, she was in her underwear. It was white and simple, but the sight of it made my pussy throb.

She smiled slowly, looking pleased with herself, and pushed him back onto the bed. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. Evan sat up to kiss her again, hands roaming over her back and down her sides until they settled on her ass. She straddled his lap, already grinding her hips against the bulge in his shorts.

I stayed where I was, barely breathing, watching the way they touched each other. There was no sign they would be reaching for a blanket. This time, I was going to get a front row seat. Evan’s hands slid up her back, finding the clasp of her bra. Paige broke the kiss just long enough to let him free her from it, the straps slipping from her shoulders before it joined the rest of the clothes on the floor. She didn’t bother covering herself. She just leaned forward again, pressing her body into his and letting her small breasts hang down so that her nipples grazed across his chest.

My pulse hammered, and I squirmed on the bed, only inches away from the erotic display. They kissed some more, and then in one fluid, athletic motion, he flipped her onto her back. She let out a delighted giggle that turned into a moan. Paige glanced at me once more, eyes dark and shining, a knowing look that made my stomach flip.

He moved over her, his hair hanging over his face. He didn't go for a kiss; instead, his hands hooked into the elastic of her white panties. He peeled them down her legs. As they fell away, I leaned in, my eyes fixed on the view I’d been dreaming of.

Her pussy was gorgeous, flushed a deep, dark pink, and glistening with moisture that caught the light. She was neatly groomed, a trimmed bush framing her folds, which were already swollen and parted from the friction of her grinding against him. I could see a tiny silver thread of her arousal pooling in her opening as Evan moved his knees between her thighs to pry them wider.

“Are you watching, Jessie?” Paige gasped, her head rolling back, her eyes fluttering shut as she felt the cool air on her pussy.

Evan reached for his own waistband. He didn't just slide his shorts down; he kicked them off with a rough impatience, followed quickly by his underwear. When he finally straightened up, kneeling between her legs, I felt a physical throb in my cunt. He was massive. His cock was thick and heavy, perfectly straight, with veins running down both sides.

He reached down, planting his hands on the bed and hooking them behind her knees. Her pussy opened up, gaping and wet. Beneath, I could see the darker skin around her tight little asshole. His cock hovered over her opening, perfectly aligned. His ass flexed, and he pressed the head against Paige’s soaking slit, letting it nestle between her folds.

With a slow, deliberate thrust, he buried himself inside her.

I watched in agonizing detail as her outer lips stretched tight, forced wide to accommodate his girth. The wet, squelching sound of him entering her filled the quiet room. Paige’s back arched off the bed, her fingers clawing at his shoulders. A long, ragged moan escaped her throat. He didn't stop until his balls pressed against her ass, his pubic bone grinding against her clit.

He stayed there for a second, letting her body adjust to him, and I couldn't look away from where they were joined. Then, he began to pull back slowly, almost all the way out until only the head remained nestled inside her, before plunging back in with a rhythmic, wet slap.

Every time he thrust into her, she moaned, squirming in his grip as he held her pinned to the bed. My own pussy was already swollen and soaking wet. My skirt had ridden up, so it was easy to slip my hand into my panties. I didn’t feel any embarrassment or shyness this time; I just needed to touch myself.

My fingers found my clit, and the sensation was so intense that I cried out. My fingers slid effortlessly through the thick, creamy evidence of how much this was affecting me. I didn't try to be quiet. I watched Evan’s back muscles ripple and bunch with every powerful drive into Paige’s body. The sound was hypnotic; the rhythmic, wet slap of their skin meeting, punctuated by Paige’s high-pitched moans.

She looked like she was being split in half, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, her ankles locked behind his back to pull him even deeper. She looked at me, suddenly seeing what I was doing.

“Jessie’s playing with herself,” she gasped. “She’s watching you fuck me.”

Evan slowed his pace, but he didn't pull out. He stayed deep inside her, his cock twitching within her walls, as he turned his head to look at me. I spread my legs for him, making sure my panties were pulled to the side. Making sure he could see my soaked and gaping cunt.

He surged forward again, fucking Paige even harder. I was circling my clit with a frantic pressure as I watched his thick shaft disappear and reappear between her thighs. Every time he went in, I could see the way the skin of her pussy dragged inward with him, pulled taut by the friction.

The visual was so raw, so filthy, that I could hardly breathe. I was right on the edge. I could see the glistening trail of her juices coating his shaft and gathering at the base of his cock. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I pressed two fingers hard against my clit.

My vision blurred. I gasped, my back arching off the mattress. My internal muscles clamped down hard, and a violent, pulsing orgasm ripped through me. I let out a long, shaky moan, my hand trembling against myself as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

Paige’s eyes rolled back into her head, her fingers digging into Evan’s shoulders so hard her knuckles turned white.

"Evan! Come inside me," she screamed, her pussy walls spasming rhythmically around him. She went rigid, her entire body shaking with a climax so intense she forgot to breathe.

Evan groaned, grabbing her hips and slamming himself into her one last time, pinning her to the bed. He stayed buried there for a long moment, breathing hard, the only sound in the room the frantic thumping of our hearts.

Slowly, Evan let out a long, ragged exhale and began to withdraw. A thick, creamy mixture of Evan’s cum and Paige’s juices began to overflow from her gaping entrance. Because she was still lying on her back with her legs spread wide, the pearly white fluid pooled for a second before running down over her asshole.

"Wow, Jess," she whispered, her voice thick with post-orgasmic bliss. “It’s so much more intense with you watching.”


Chapter Four




The next week felt different from the moment I walked in. There was no pretending this time. No nervous energy, no uncertainty. We all knew what movie night meant now. We picked a movie almost at random. None of us really cared what it was.

Paige settled into the middle of the bed. Evan stretched out beside her, one arm already draped over her chest. After a second’s hesitation, Paige reached out and tugged gently at my wrist.

“Come here,” she said casually.

I didn’t argue. I put my arm over her, too, cuddling up against her side. Her body was warm and soft. She sighed softly, clearly pleased, and leaned into me just as naturally as she leaned into Evan. It felt strangely right, the three of us fitting together like this, her held from both sides.

The movie played on, explosions and dialogue washing over us unnoticed. I was focused more on her breathing and how her chest rose and fell. Evan’s fingers traced lazy paths down the side of her chest, moving closer to her nipple until he was making it hard and pointed through her clothes.

Evan’s fingers teased her nipple through the fabric, slow and deliberate, making Paige squirm faintly between us. She let out the quietest sound, almost lost under the movie’s soundtrack, and tilted her head back so it rested against my shoulder. Her face was so close to mine that our lips were almost touching. I could feel her small movements against me, her body shivering just slightly at Evan’s teasing touch, and it made my pulse spike.

Without thinking, my lips found hers. It started as a quick touch. Paige’s eyes fluttered open, then closed again as she leaned into it, pressing softly against me. The movie played on, the sounds of gunfire filling the background. I shifted a little closer, my arms tightening around her. She responded immediately, tilting her head, soft moans brushing against my lips as we kissed. There was a thrill in knowing Evan was there, just on the other side, his arm still draped across her, watching, but not interrupting us.

Paige’s hand moved to my arm, and she laughed softly against my mouth. “You’re such a good kisser,” she whispered. “Why haven’t we done this before?”

My heart thudded, and I laughed nervously, pressing closer. Our tongues entwined, fighting to get into each other’s mouths. My leg was somehow over hers, my pussy pressed against her thigh. Evan hadn't stopped his slow, torturous teasing of her nipple, and as our kiss deepened, I felt his hand slip her dress and bra strap off her shoulder. Her breast popped out, and he leaned down to suck hard on her nipple.

Paige broke away and giggled. Looking me in the eyes, she slipped the other strap over her shoulder and exposed the other breast. It was an invitation, one that I gratefully accepted. My tongue flicked at her nipple, savoring how hard it was, and how puckered the areola had become. I took it into my mouth. Evan and I sucked on her nipples, and she threw her head back in pleasure, moaning happily.

We pleasured her like that for a while, until she reached for the remote and clicked the TV off. The room was plunged into the warm, amber glow of the fairy lights, the sudden silence making every breath sound loud and heavy.

She sat up, the movement causing her summer dress to ride up to her hips. "Let’s all get naked," she said.

Evan didn't need to be told twice. He stood up by the side of the bed, his shadow stretching across the wall. He pulled his T-shirt over his head in one smooth motion, revealing those broad, golden shoulders I’d been obsessing over all week. He dropped his shorts, and I couldn't help but stare at the heavy, pulsing length of him already straining against his boxers.

Paige watched me watching him, a knowing smirk on her face. She reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it up and over her head, tossing it carelessly onto the floor. She sat there in just her white underwear, her chest glowing with a rosy flush. Her breasts were still out, over the top of the bra, and her hard nipples were glistening with our saliva.

"Your turn, Jess," she murmured, her eyes locked on mine.

My hands were shaking as I reached for the buttons of my blouse. They both watched as I shrugged it off my shoulders. My bra was lacy and floral, much larger than Paige’s, my heavy breasts straining at the thin fabric. Paige reached behind me, unhooking the bra with one hand. As my breasts spilled out of the lace, the air in the room seemed to vanish. Evan let out a low, appreciative whistle, his eyes roaming over my curves.

Paige reached out, her palms flat against my skin, weighing my breasts in her hands.

"God, Jessie, you're gorgeous," she breathed. “I wish I had breasts like this.”

She didn't stop there. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my floral panties, and she pulled them down with slow, deliberate focus. I leaned back to let her pull them off over my ass. My pussy was already glistening, the trimmed hair damp and dark.

Evan’s boxers were next; he kicked them away as he stood watching us, his massive cock springing free, thick and rigid, throbbing with every heartbeat.

Paige didn't give me a chance to feel self-conscious. She grabbed my hips and pushed me back onto the pillows. I sank into the mattress, my legs falling open instinctively. She crawled between my thighs, her hands spreading me wide.

"I've wanted to taste you since last week," she whispered.

She leaned down, her tongue darting out to lick a long, slow stripe from the base of my pussy up to my clit. The sensation was unbelievable, sending bolts of electricity through my whole body. I cried out, my back arching, my fingers tangling in her hair. But before I could even process the sensation, the bed shifted as Evan knelt behind Paige.

Paige buried her face in my pussy, her tongue swirling around my clit. Evan gave a sharp, powerful thrust, his cock sliding into Paige’s cunt from behind. The whole thing was such a turn-on. I was staring down at the top of Paige’s head, my fingers buried in her blonde hair, while just inches away, Evan was pounding into her, his hands on her hips, holding her open. Every time he slammed his hips against her ass, it pushed her face deeper into me, her tongue flickering frantically against my clit to keep her balance.

"Oh God, Paige…" I whimpered, my legs shaking uncontrollably.

Evan was watching us both, his eyes darting from the way my heavy breasts were bouncing with the motion of the bed to the way Paige was hungrily lapping at me. Then his eyes would flick down to look at her cunt stretched tight around his dick.

Paige’s tongue turned into a blur. She knew exactly how to tease the hood of my clit, her suction increasing until I felt my entire lower body buzz with pleasure. She let out a muffled scream against my skin, as I imagined her cunt clenching around Evan.

"I'm coming! Jessie, I'm…" Paige’s voice was lost as she buried her tongue in my gaping pussy.

The sight of her climaxing while her face was still between my legs sent me over the edge. My back arched high off the pillows, my toes curling as a violent, pulsing orgasm shattered through me. I let out a long, high-pitched wail, my hips bucking against Paige’s mouth as I came in hot, heavy waves.

Evan slowed. “I’m… gonna come,” he groaned.

“Come on her tits,” Paige gasped, sending another rush of arousal through me. She smirked. “I’ve seen you looking at them.”

He pulled out, holding his throbbing cock in one hand. He moved nearer to me, and I sat up, cupping my big breasts, offering them up to him. Paige scrambled out from between my legs, her face still glistening with my juices, and knelt beside me.

Evan was trembling, his massive cock pulsing in his hand, the head swollen to near-bursting. I squeezed my breasts together, creating a deep, enticing valley, and he didn't hesitate. He let out a low groan as he began to stroke himself with a frantic, desperate need right above me.

I’d never seen a boy come before. The first thick jet of cum slammed against the top of my left breast, the wet warmth of it startling me. Another followed almost instantly, thick and heavy, landing right in the cleavage I was holding up for him. I watched in a daze as he continued to pump more and more cum all over my tits, a deluge of cream coating my skin, splattering across my nipples. There was so much of it.

Paige let out a soft, delighted laugh, reaching out to drag a finger through the warm mess on my chest. "Look at that," she whispered. "Your tits are fucking perfect, Jess."

Evan let out a final, shaky breath, his shoulders slumping as he finished. He looked spent, his cock still twitching as it began to soften, coated in the evidence of his release. Paige scooped some of the cum up in her fingers and pushed them into my mouth. It tasted salty, different from how I had expected.

The room was silent except for our heavy breathing. The three of us collapsed back on the bed, tangled together in a messy, beautiful pile of limbs and fluid.


Chapter Five




Iwas halfway between my sociology lecture and the student café when my phone buzzed in my hand. Paige’s name lit up the screen.

I smiled automatically and answered, tucking my bag higher onto my shoulder. “Hey.”

“Hey,” she said, breathless and excited. “Are you alone?”

“Just walking between lectures,” I said. “What’s up?”

There was a pause, and she laughed, a little nervously. “Okay. So. I’ve been thinking about Saturday. Like… a lot.”

My stomach tightened. “Yeah?”

“About you,” she added quickly. “And Evan. And me. And… everything.”

I stopped walking altogether.

“I know you’ve never been with anyone,” she said softly. “And after Saturday, I just kept thinking about how close we are. How safe it felt. How… hot.”

My heart was pounding now. “Paige. What are you saying?”

“I talked to Evan,” she said. “About how it might be… kind of amazing if we shared that experience.”

My mouth went dry. “Shared?”

“I’m offering,” she said, sounding excited again, “to let Evan be your first. With me there. If you want. No pressure. I just… I think it would be really hot. And really special.”

I swallowed hard, heat blooming between my thighs, my thoughts spinning wildly. “You want to watch your boyfriend fuck me?” I said.

“You don’t have to decide now,” she rushed. “It’s just that…”

“Yes,” I interrupted her. “Fucking hell… yes. Yes, please.”

Paige squealed on the phone, forcing me to hold it away from my ear. “Oh my God, I can’t wait for the weekend!”

I closed my eyes, my pulse roaring in my ears, and tried to slow my breathing as students streamed past me, completely unaware that I’d just agreed to fuck my best friend’s boyfriend. And it wasn’t just about Evan. Paige and I had… done stuff, too. It looked like my Saturday night was going to be a full-on threesome.

When I knocked, the door opened almost immediately. Paige stood there in another light summer dress. Her hair was loose, her smile bright but nervous.

“Jessie,” she said, breathless.

“Hi,” I replied.

She stepped aside to let me in.

Evan was already on the bed, stretched out on his back, like he couldn’t be more relaxed. He was in just his underwear, the black fabric doing nothing to hide the bulge of his long, soft cock. He glanced up and smiled like this wasn’t awkward at all.

“Are we… watching a film?” I said, looking at the TV, and seeing that it was off. “I… er… forgot the popcorn.”

“I think we can skip the film this week,” purred Paige, flopping onto the bed next to Evan. “Why don’t you sit there?” She pointed to the other side of Evan. I took my place, my knees tight together under my skirt. He was just lying there, propped up on a pillow and smirking.

Paige shifted on the bed until she was hovering over Evan’s lap. She looked at me, her eyes dark with hunger.

Her hands went to his waistband. “Help me, then.”

My hands were shaking as I reached out. Together, we hooked our fingers into the waistband of his black boxers. The fabric was stretched tight, and as we peeled it down, his cock sprang free. It throbbed, already semi-hard. Paige leaned down, her blonde hair spilling over Evan’s stomach as she took the head of his cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it, making a soft, wet sound that made Evan let out a sharp hiss of breath.

I could see it twitching as it grew. She took it out of her mouth, her hand still wrapped around the base.

"Your turn, Jess," she murmured.

I leaned forward, my heart hammering against my ribs. I’d never done this before. I mimicked Paige, my tongue darting out to taste the salty sweetness of him. I gave it a suck. His cock stiffened even more in my mouth until he was rock-hard. And yet the skin was still velvety-soft.

As I grew bolder, I took more of him into my mouth, my lips forming a tight seal around the thick shaft. Beside me, Paige was working the base, her hands wrapping around it. Her other hand went to his balls, cupping them and squeezing gently.

We swapped. Paige took it deeper into her mouth than I had. I licked all the way up his shaft.

"Fuck… you two," he groaned, his head rolling back against the pillow. "That feels incredible."

Paige’s tongue flicked out, and then we weren’t just licking his cock, we were kissing each other with his throbbing shaft between us.

Finally, Paige pulled back. She reached for my top, lifting it up over my stomach.

“Get undressed,” she ordered. “I want to watch him fuck you.”


Chapter Six




Ipulled off my clothes as quickly as possible until I was completely naked. I lay back on the bed, my large breasts spreading to my sides. Paige lay down next to me, still fully dressed. Evan got up on his knees, positioning himself between my legs. He used his hands to push my thighs further apart. I knew my pussy must be gaping and soaking wet; I could feel the wet arousal in my cunt.

Evan’s thumbs traced the line where my legs met my body, then spread my folds wide open. He looked down at me, that smirk still on his face, as I was completely exposed.

"Look at her, Paige," Evan murmured. “She’s so ready.” His stiff cock twitched in anticipation.

“Fuck her, then,” replied Paige impatiently. She put her hand on my breast, groping the soft flesh and then teasing my nipple with her fingers.

Evan lowered himself until I felt the weight of his cock against my mound. Paige leaned up on one elbow, her eyes fixed on the spot where Evan’s thick, pulsing cock was nudging against my entrance.

Paige’s voice dropped to a whisper. "Go on, Evan. Give it to her."

Evan shifted his weight. The broad head of his dick glided through the slickness. He pressed slowly, the tip stretching me open, and I let out a sharp, surprised gasp. I wasn’t used to being opened up so much, but it felt amazing. I lifted my legs back slightly.

He leaned forward to capture my mouth in a searing kiss. As our tongues met, he gave a slow, deliberate thrust. I felt my muscles give way, stretching and stinging momentarily before the incredible sensation of him filling me took over. He was so big, so solid, sliding into the tight, wet heat of my cunt until he was deep inside.

I broke the kiss with a choked moan. "Oh... oh God..."

I hardly had time to breathe before he pulled out and thrust inside me again. Paige grabbed my face, pulling me in for a kiss with her instead.

“You're taking him so well, Jessie," she whispered against my lips. "Look at how much of him is inside you."

I looked down between my legs. I felt so full that I thought he must be buried all the way inside, but his cock was only halfway in.

“Oh, God,” I gasped again.

He started to fuck me harder, moving rhythmically and working himself deeper each time. I moaned with every hard thrust, my eyes starting to roll back in my head. Bolts of electricity rushed through my body, every sensation delicious and perfect. Evan’s pace quickened, his breath coming faster.

He was so deep inside me, now, deeper than I thought possible. And then suddenly, his hips were slamming against my skin. I could feel his balls against my ass. His whole, massive cock was inside my cunt. I felt my arousal rocketing, my climax approaching like an unstoppable force.

Every time Evan’s hips collided with mine, the sensation radiated outward from my core, making my entire body hum with a desperate, frantic energy. I was stretched to my absolute limit, feeling the heavy, pulsing length of him filling every inch of me, bottoming out with a delicious ache that I never wanted to end.

Paige saw the look on my face, the way my fingers were clawing at the sheets. She knew I was right there, teetering on the edge of a total meltdown.

"That's it, Jess," she whispered, “Come for me.”

Her hand slid down over my stomach, finding my swollen, aching clit. The moment she touched me, I let out a strangled cry. She used the slickness already coating me to circle and press, her rhythm perfectly in sync with the heavy thud of Evan’s thrusts.

It was more than I could handle. With Evan pounding into me from the inside and Paige’s fingers driving me crazy on the outside, the world began to dissolve into white light.

"I'm… I'm gonna…" I couldn't even finish the sentence.

My internal muscles clamped down on Evan’s cock, squeezing him tightly. A split second later, a massive, shuddering orgasm ripped through me. My back arched so high off the bed that only my heels and my head were touching the mattress. I let out a long, high-pitched wail of pure release, my vision blurring as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

Paige didn't stop. She kept her fingers moving against my clit through the entire climax, ensuring every last drop of pleasure was wrung out of me. When she finally pulled her hand away, I collapsed back into the pillows, panting heavily.

But we were far from done.

“Now I want to see him take you from behind,” Paige whispered.

I rolled over and up onto my knees. My legs were still shaking. Evan moved behind me, admiring my exposed pussy and ass, and then leaning down. He tasted me with his tongue, exploring my hot, wet cunt, flicking over my still-sensitive clit.

Meanwhile, Paige was stripping as quickly as she could. Her dress came off over her head, and then the bra followed it onto the floor. She lifted her ass and slipped off her panties. She arranged herself right in front of me, leaning back and spreading her legs as wide as possible. Her pussy opened up, pink and swollen, framed with neatly trimmed hair. In the center, white arousal pooled and threatened to drip out.

As Evan licked my pussy, I bent down and did the same to Paige. The sensation was a dizzying overload of pleasure. Evan was behind me, his tongue working wonders on my soaking folds, while I was buried between Paige’s thighs, tasting her sweetness as she moaned above me.

Suddenly, I felt Evan’s tongue stray away from my pussy. Instead of the familiar flick against my clit, I felt a warm, wet pressure higher up. He pressed his tongue firmly against my asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle before giving it a long, slow lick upward.


Chapter Seven




Ijolted, my back arching as a sharp gasp escaped my lips. I hadn’t expected it… had never even considered it, but the feeling was electric, a deep, buzzing throb that seemed to connect directly to the nerves in my cunt.

"Oh! Evan... oh my God," I whimpered into Paige’s thigh.

Paige looked down at me, her face flushed and her eyes blown wide with arousal. She saw the way my body was reacting to Evan’s unexpected attention. "Ooh, Jess... is he licking your ass?" she asked.

I couldn't even answer; I just let out a low, affirmative moan as Evan’s tongue pressed deeper, teasing the sensitive opening.

"God, I love that," Paige whispered, her hips rocking to grind her pussy against my face.

Paige shifted, grabbing her own knees and pulling her legs back toward her chest, exposing herself completely to me. She tilted her hips, presenting her own puckered rear entrance to my face.

"Your turn," she breathed, her gaze fixed on mine. "Do it to me, Jessie. I want to feel your tongue right there while he does it to you."

The sight of her being so exposed like that was such a turn-on. While Evan continued his slow, rhythmic licking of my behind, I leaned forward and pressed my tongue against Paige. As soon as I made contact, she let out a piercing shriek of pleasure, her fingers digging into her own thighs as we both hovered on the edge of another shattering climax.

Behind me, Evan continued to lick my ass as he pushed two thick fingers deep into my cunt. My pussy clenched around him. I did the same to Paige, sliding my fingers into her and curling them up to press against her G-spot. She was so wet that it was practically running down my hand. I pressed my tongue more firmly against her ass, and she came hard.

With a loud scream, her body bucked and twisted, her cunt gripping my fingers. That pushed me over the edge, too, and I came with a long, loud moan of relief. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and I would have collapsed on the bed if Evan hadn’t been holding me firmly.

I’d barely finished coming before I felt his cock against my pussy. With a firm thrust, he was inside me again, burying himself all the way to the hilt in one go.

The sensation of him bottoming out inside me while I was still vibrating from my orgasm was almost too much to bear. I let out a jagged, breathless sob of pleasure, my forehead resting against the mattress as Evan took control. He was behind me, his strong hands gripping my ass as he began to drive into me.

Every time his hips slammed against me, the sound of skin meeting skin echoed through the small room. I felt every inch of his thick, rigid length sliding through my slickness, stretching me wide and filling me so completely that I couldn’t think of anything else.

Paige was still coming down from her own high, but she wasn't content to just watch. She crawled forward on the bed, her face flushed and her hair a wild, golden mess. I felt her hands on my ass, and then her fingers pressing against my tight, puckered rear entrance.

As Evan fucked me, Paige opened me up, pushing two fingers into my ass. The combined stretch sent more waves of pleasure flooding through my body. I buried my face in the pillows and came again, almost blacking out with the intensity. I felt my ass clench around Paige’s fingers, as my cunt pulsed around Evan’s thick shaft.

“I’m gonna come,” Evan growled.

"Inside her, Evan! Do it!" Paige commanded, her voice high and excited.

Evan gave one final thrust, burying himself as deep as he could possibly go. He froze there, his entire body trembling with the force of his release. I felt the hot, thick pulses of his cum flooding my insides, filling me to the point of overflowing. My own internal muscles clenched around him, drawing out every last drop.

He collapsed forward, his chest heavy against my back, his breath hot on my neck. Paige slipped underneath me, opening her mouth and licking at my over-stimulated clit. Evan pulled slowly out. As soon as the head was clear of my opening, my pussy contracted, and his cum flooded out, right into Paige’s open mouth.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were glistening, and she flashed a triumphant, messy grin up at me. Evan groaned softly, rolling off my back and collapsing onto the mattress beside us. I flopped down next to him, my whole body filled with a wonderful ache. Paige crawled up between us, settling into the middle. She put one arm behind Evan and one behind me, pulling us both close.

"Well, Jess," she whispered. “You’re no longer a virgin. Did it live up to the hype?”

I let out a shaky, half-breathless laugh. “It was… amazing. I don’t think most people’s first time is quite like that.”

Evan reached over, his hand finding mine and squeezing it gently. “You girls are both incredible.”

We stayed like that for a long time, three bodies tangled together in a messy, beautiful heap, the only sound the frantic beating of our hearts.


Epilogue




The next week, we did watch a movie. It was some stupid romantic comedy chosen by Evan just because it had surfing in it. I knew we were going to have sex when it finished, but we savored the anticipation this time instead of rushing into it. I even remembered the popcorn.

When the credits were over, I leaned over to Paige and kissed her long and hard. She moaned into my mouth as Evan started running his hands up her sides.

But then she pulled away, slightly. “Jessie,” she said.

“What?”

“There’s something I… we want to ask you.”

My heart started racing in my chest. “Sure.”

Paige took my hand in hers, her fingers interlaced with mine, while Evan shifted so his hand was on my thigh.

“Last week... it wasn't just a one-off for us,” Paige started. “I’ve spent the last few days thinking about how much more fun everything is when you’re here. Not just the sex, but the talking, the laughing... the way the three of us just work.”

Evan nodded in agreement.

“We don’t want you to feel like a ‘guest’ or a ‘plus-one’ to our relationship. We want you to be in it. With us. An equal partner. Our girlfriend.”

My breath caught. I looked from Paige’s hopeful face to Evan’s supportive smile. The idea of all three of us being in a relationship together was more than I had hoped. I felt a surge of affection through me that was even more powerful than the lust I’d felt earlier.

“You mean... like a real throuple?” I whispered.

“If you’ll have us,” Evan said, his thumb tracing slow circles on my skin.

“God, yes,” I breathed, a huge smile breaking across my face. “I’ve been so worried I was going to overstay my welcome. I want this. I want both of you.”

Paige squealed, pulling me into a fierce hug that sent us both toppling back onto the pillows. Evan let out a triumphant laugh, throwing his arms around both of us as we tumbled into a tangled, happy pile.

“Good,” Paige murmured against my neck, her hands already sliding up my skirt and into my panties. “Because now that the serious stuff is out of the way… I want to fuck you until your soul leaves your body…”

THE END
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My First Time Was A Foursome


A Fun And Dirty FFFM Adventure



Chapter One




It all started one sunny lunchtime at college. I was perched on the low stone wall in the college grounds, swinging my legs and chatting with my two best friends, Megan and Holly. As usual, we were complaining about how rubbish boys were; useless, immature, and never the right ones interested in us.

“I really thought I was going to finally get laid when I started going out with Danny,” sighed Megan. “But he wants to wait until he’s married, and I just don’t feel that serious about him.”

Holly shook her head in disgust. “What, is he some kind of Christian?”

“Yeah, turns out he is.” Megan took a long draw on her vape pen. The cloud of smoke as she exhaled smelled of raspberries. “I’m going to have to break up with him. God, I just want to get fucked, is that too much to ask?”

Megan spoke for all of us there, and none of us were having any luck. I didn’t understand it, we were all attractive girls, nineteen and in the prime of our lives. How could we all still be virgins? Megan was especially pretty, with fiery ginger hair and green eyes. She had small breasts, but a slim figure, and I rather fancied her myself. Well, I would have done if I were a lesbian, which I definitely was not.

Lately, all I could think about was men. Specifically, their cocks. And I’d been doing a lot of research. Pretty much every afternoon after college, I’d go home, flop onto my bed, and pull up some porn on my phone. My fingers would slip between my thighs, and for the next thirty minutes, I’d be in heaven, getting myself off over and over, imagining what it would be like to have a thick, pornstar cock stretching me open.

“At least you’ve got a boyfriend, I can’t even get a date,” sighed Holly, dragging me out of my daydream. She stretched languidly where she was sitting next to me on the wall, sticking her huge breasts out. For a thin girl, she really did have enormous tits. They were straining the buttons on her blouse so much that I feared they might just pop off. Her gorgeous blonde, wavy hair hung down her back, making me want to stroke it.

“Your problem is that you’re too fussy,” I told her. “You’ve got half the football team following you around and staring at your tits.”

“Yeah, but I just don’t find that type of guy attractive,” she replied, looking at me sideways. “You know I’m only attracted to intelligence, and the ones I like are too shy to even talk to me.”

“Because they’re intimidated by your looks and your boobs,” Megan said knowingly. She took another hit of her vape and grinned. “If I had tits like yours, I’d be getting banged every night.”

I let out a frustrated sigh. “You two are both stunning, and you can’t even get laid. What fucking chance do I have?” I was average. Average breasts, light brown hair always tied in a ponytail. No one ever looked twice at me.

“You’re hot too, babe,” Holly said, giving my arm a slow, reassuring stroke.

“Thanks.” I smiled at her, appreciating the gesture, even if I didn’t believe it.

Megan suddenly narrowed her eyes in thought. “You know… if we want to have sex, maybe we should stop waiting for it to just happen and take control of the situation.”

“What do you mean?” I frowned.

“Let’s choose a guy and persuade him to fuck us. Get it over with.”

Holly laughed, “What? Get one guy to fuck all three of us?”

“Yeah, why not?” Megan puffed on her vape pen again as we all looked at her. “Find a guy, take him back to yours after college, Janey… and get him to… fuck us.”

“How… what…” I was stunned. “That’s a stupid plan… well, kind of stupid…. I mean… I guess it could work… but we’d never do that… would we?”

“Why not?” Megan challenged, raising an eyebrow. Fuck. She was serious.

“Who would we choose, anyway?” asked Holly. She sounded interested.

“Well, let’s have a think about it.” She looked at her watch. “Lunchtime is over, but let’s meet up in the library after college and decide. Make a list, and we’ll compare notes.”

I jumped down off the wall and picked up my bag. “This is insane, you know,” I said.

Holly jumped down after me. “Insane… but it might just work.”


Chapter Two




When I got to the library, Holly and Megan were already at one of the study tables. They had sheets of paper in front of them, scribbled with names.

“You actually made a list?” I asked, dropping into the chair beside them.

“Of course,” Megan said, as if it was obvious. “Didn’t you?”

“No! Because we’re not seriously going to do this.”

“We are,” she replied. “If we can agree on someone. And that’s not looking likely at the moment.” She picked up Holly’s list and showed it to me. It had about ten names on it. “Holly has listed the most boring geeks she could think of.”

“Well, Megan has just listed the entire football team,” complained Holly, folding her arms under her chest and pushing her huge tits up.

I sighed. I hated seeing my friends arguing. “I’m sure we can find someone that you both like.”

As if on cue, a guy walked past our table and stopped at a nearby bookshelf. My eyes widened. I glanced at my friends, then pointed discreetly.

“Who’s that?” whispered Megan, keeping her voice low so he wouldn’t hear.

“Jack,” I replied softly. “I sit next to him in English. You know what, he’s really clever, he’s read all the classics, and he always has something considered to say.”

“Oh really?” said Holly, looking interested.

“Sounds geeky.” Megan dismissed me with a wave of her hand.

“That’s the thing, though,” I continued, “he’s also captain of the rowing team. Look at his shoulders.”

We all stared at his back, taking in the strong muscles of his upper arms straining at his tight T-shirt. My gaze dropped lower. Fuck, his ass was perfect too, firm and peachy in the tight shorts he was wearing.

“He’s really shy around girls, I don’t think he’s ever had a girlfriend,” I added.

“Hmm, he does look pretty fit,” said Megan thoughtfully. “But he still looks geeky in those glasses.”

Jack turned slightly so we could see his chiseled jaw and handsome features. Then he took his glasses off, cleaning them with the hem of his T-shirt. Without them, he looked like a model.

“Fuuuck…” breathed Megan. “He’s fucking hot.”

“Yeah, he’s really nice,” Holly agreed.

Megan screwed up both pieces of paper. “Come on, introduce us,” she said to me, standing up.

“Megan, no!” I hissed, horrified. But we followed her anyway.

She marched right up to him, grinning. “Hey,” she said, sticking out her hand. “I’m Megan.”

Jack turned, startled, eyes darting between us in confusion. He hesitated, then took her hand. “Er… Jack.”

He blinked at Megan, still gripping her hand like he wasn’t quite sure what was going on.

“This is Holly,” Megan continued, gesturing to our blonde bombshell of a friend, who flashed Jack a sweet smile. “And Janey, of course, you already know.”

“Yeah,” Jack said, nodding at me. “Hey.”

“Hey,” I managed, trying not to look as awkward as I felt.

Jack wasn’t just good-looking; up close, he was perfect. Sharp cheekbones, square jaw, shoulders that rippled with muscles. I’d never really looked at him properly before, but now I couldn’t stop staring. His T-shirt clung to his chest, hinting at the body underneath, and his forearms, fuck, those muscles. I had to resist the urge to bite my lip.

Megan wasted no time. “So, Jack,” she said, leaning against the bookshelf and trying to look seductive. “What are you doing tonight?”

Jack frowned slightly. “Um. Studying?”

Megan smirked. “Bet you don’t just study, though.”

He glanced between us, clearly confused as fuck. “Er… I mean, I train most mornings with the rowing team. That’s why I have to keep up with the work.”

“Ohhh, so you’re disciplined,” Megan purred. “I like that.”

I felt my cheeks burning. Jesus, this was embarrassing.

Jack shifted uncomfortably. “Uh… yeah?”

Megan grinned. “You know, Jack, we were just talking about how hard it is to find the right guy.”

Jack swallowed nervously. “Oh?”

I wanted to die. But also? I was kind of fascinated by how this was going to play out.

Megan leaned in slightly. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

Jack shook his head, clearing his throat. “No.”

Megan turned to Holly and me. “Did you hear that, girls? He’s single.”

“Wow,” Holly whispered.

Megan shot me a look. “Janey has something to ask you.”

What? That bitch. Fucking hell.

I swallowed and forced myself to speak. “So, Jack…” I tried for casual, leaning on the bookshelf next to him. “Hypothetically… if three very attractive girls, that had never been laid, wanted to, say, get your help with that…” I hesitated, stomach flipping. “Would you be interested?”

Jack laughed nervously. “Uh. That’s a joke, right?”

“Nope,” Megan said, popping the ‘p.’

Holly twirled a strand of blonde hair around her finger, her chest heaving. “Very serious.”

Jack looked at me, waiting for me to crack and say of course we’re joking, haha, have a nice day. I didn’t.

He swallowed again. “Wait… really?”

“Really.” Megan was enjoying this way too much. “We’re all in the same boat, Jack. We want our first time to be with someone who’s strong, but actually decent. We all need to get this first time out of the way. Do you get my drift?”

Jack’s mouth opened slightly, then closed. “Holy shit.”

I glanced at Megan. “Maybe this is a bad idea…”

“No, no, wait.” Jack held up his hands. “I just… you’re saying… all three of you?”

Megan grinned. “That’s the idea.”

Jack exhaled sharply. “Fuck.”

Holly giggled. “That’s a yes, isn’t it?”

Jack hesitated, looking at me again, like I was the deciding factor in all this. I bit my lip. I should have been mortified. Embarrassed. Running out of the library. But instead? I was soaking wet.

Jack, with his broad shoulders and nervous energy, was so fucking cute. And the idea of him being ours, of finally knowing what sex felt like…

“Come over tonight,” I said before I could overthink it.

Jack’s breath caught, but he nodded.

Megan clapped her hands together. “Great! See you at Janey’s at seven.”

Jack looked like his brain had just blue-screened. “I… okay?”

Holly winked. “Good boy.”

Then we walked away, leaving him standing there looking stunned.


Chapter Three




By the time the three of us were sprawled on my living room sofa with Jack sitting nervously between us, I could barely believe this was happening. It had all been a joke to start with, a ridiculous plan we hadn’t really thought through. But here we were. In my house. Alone. With Jack, who was currently gripping his knees like he was either about to run for his life or have a heart attack.

Megan, as expected, was taking the lead. She sat close to Jack, her knee pressing against his, wearing a smug little smirk like she’d done this a hundred times before. She hadn’t. But she was very good at acting like she had.

“So,” she said, “are you ready for this, Jack?”

Jack smiled weakly, his hands twitching on his thighs. “I… I think so?”

Holly giggled, shifting on his other side. “You think so?”

Jack let out a nervous laugh. “Well, I mean… I haven’t exactly done this before.”

“But you do like girls, right?” asked Megan.

He glanced at me. Why did he glance at me? “Er… yes,” he said, swallowing.

My heart was hammering so loudly I was sure he could hear it. My hands were clenched together in my lap, but my eyes kept flicking downwards towards his pants.

“So,” Megan continued, tapping her fingers against his leg. “We should probably… y’know… see it.”

Jack’s breath caught. His fingers clenched into fists. “You want me to…?”

“Get it out,” Holly finished for him, eyes sparkling.

He swallowed hard, looking at me like he needed confirmation.

I bit my lip. “Yeah,” I said, quietly. “Show us.”

He reached for his belt. We all watched in silence as he unbuckled it, his fingers slightly shaky. Then he popped the button of his jeans, tugged the zip down, and…

“Oh fuck,” Megan breathed.

Jack’s cock flopped out, soft but huge.

It lay heavily against his thigh, thick and meaty, his foreskin slightly bunched at the tip. Even soft, it looked as big as the bigger ones I’d seen in porn.

Holly made a tiny, stunned noise. “Wow.”

Jack tensed. “Uh. Is that a good ‘wow’ or…?”

“It’s just…” I trailed off, staring at it. “I didn’t think they were that big when they weren’t hard.”

“I don’t really know,” said Jack.

Megan tilted her head, openly admiring it. “Jesus. No wonder you’re shy. If I had a dick like that, I’d be scared of killing someone with it.”

Jack gave a nervous laugh, shaking his head. “It’s not that big.”

Holly shot him a look. “Mate, it’s fucking huge, and it’s soft.”

Megan reached out a finger, hovering just above it. “How big does it get?”

Jack ran a hand through his hair, looking embarrassed. “I dunno. Bigger, I guess?”

We all stared at it for a few seconds. “So… how do we… make it hard?” I asked.

Holly tilted her head. “Can we… touch it?”

Jack swallowed nervously again. “Uh… yeah. That would probably help.”

Megan grinned. “Or,” she said, “we could do this instead…”

She sat back, grabbed the hem of her top, and whipped it over her head. Underneath, she was wearing a cute little flowery bra, bulging slightly around the curve of her small breasts.

Holly gasped, then laughed, quickly following suit. Except her tits were barely contained in a white, lacy bra. They were huge, bulging out the top of it and hanging low down her stomach. I could just make out the darker skin of her nipples through the translucent fabric. I stared as my two best friends stripped down to their bras like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Jack made a choked noise, his whole body stiffening as his eyes flicked between the two sets of breasts. His cock twitched against his thigh.

“Oh my God, it’s working,” Holly whispered, eyes wide.

I hesitated, then swallowed my nerves and pulled my own top off. My plain pink bra suddenly felt very inadequate compared to theirs, but Jack’s reaction made up for it. He stared at my chest, and his cock started to thicken.

Megan was, of course, the one to push things further. She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and let it slide down her arms. Her breasts were perfect, round and pert, dotted with freckles across her chest. The nipples were pale pink, small, and pointed.

Jack made a strangled sound.

Holly let out a little giggle and shrugged out of her own bra, her huge tits bouncing as it fell away. “Might as well, right?”

Her breasts were even bigger than I realized, heavy and hanging to her stomach. The nipples were large and dark, the areolas covering most of the front of each breast. Her nipples were hard and thick.

I hesitated, nerves fluttering in my stomach, but the way Jack looked at us, his eyes dark and dazed, sent a rush of heat through me. I reached back, fingers fumbling slightly, and unclasped mine too. Jack stared hungrily at my tits. Mine were between the other two in size, hanging down, but not by much. I was average in everything, it seemed.

Jack swallowed hard, his gaze darting between us. “I can’t believe this.”

Holly leaned in, her shoulder brushing his. “Still not fully hard though.” She glanced down at his cock, which was definitely getting there, but not quite. “How long do we have to wait before it’s standing up properly?”

Jack laughed, “Not long,” his cock throbbed and stiffened further.

Megan tilted her head, eyes flicking down. “I think we should help it along.” She reached out a single finger, hovering just above the thick shaft. “Can we?”

“Yeah,” he laughed again.

Megan’s finger made contact first, trailing lightly over the warm skin. Jack twitched, his cock jerking slightly.

“Oh my God,” Holly whispered, eyes locked on it.

I reached out too, my fingers barely skimming the smooth skin. It was so hot to the touch, so heavy. My stomach flipped as it pulsed under my fingertips.

Jack let out a shaky breath. “Fuck.”

Holly finally gave in and wrapped her hand around the base, gasping at the sheer size of it. “Bloody hell,” she murmured. “How does this even fit in people?”

Megan laughed, trailing her fingers gently up the shaft. “Guess we’ll have to find out.”

Jack groaned, his head falling back against the sofa. His cock jumped, swelling even more under our hands as we all stroked it up and down.

He was fully hard now, rock-solid under the smooth skin and standing straight up from the nest of pubic hair between his thighs. Megan gripped it more firmly, giving it a firm stroke right over the head. Jack gasped, his hips lifting off the sofa slightly.

Holly giggled. “I think he liked that.”

“No shit,” Megan said, picking up the pace slightly. “You are enjoying yourself, aren’t you, Jack?”

“Fuck, yes,” he gasped. We all started wanking it harder. It was so long that we could all get a hand around the shaft at the same time. Jack let out another strangled noise. His hands flexed at his sides, his fingers curling into the sofa cushions, but his eyes were still flicking between our tits.

“Can I… touch them?” he asked.

Holly grinned. “Fair’s fair.”

Megan, still gripping his cock, sat up straighter and pushed her chest out. “Go on, then. Let’s see what you can do with those big hands.”

Jack didn’t need to be told twice. He reached up and cupped her tits, his thumbs sweeping over her nipples. Megan let out a small gasp, her grip on his cock tightening for a second.

“Oh, fuck,” she murmured. “You’ve got nice hands.”

Jack’s confidence seemed to grow as he turned to Holly, groping her huge, soft tits, squeezing gently. He teased at her big nipples, and I saw them pucker up and get harder. She let out a soft moan, her hand still lazily stroking his cock.

Then his eyes landed on me. I swallowed hard, my body tingling with nerves and anticipation.

“You too?” he asked.

I nodded, barely breathing as his warm hands cupped my breasts, his fingers teasing my nipples. A jolt of heat shot through me, pleasure spreading like wildfire from my nipples through my whole body. I had not expected that.

Megan smirked, watching Jack intently. “You know… you could take this a step further.”

Jack blinked at her. “What do you mean?”

Megan leaned in. “You could suck them.”

Jack's cock twitched in our hands. Holly giggled. “Oh my God, he likes that idea.”

Megan laughed. “Go on then, suck Janey’s tits.”

Heat pooled between my legs as he leaned in, his mouth closing over my nipple, his tongue flicking over it. I gasped, my fingers tightening on him instinctively as his tongue swirled around it. And then… he sucked. It was like a bolt of pleasure surged through my whole body, even through my pussy, which was physically aching to be touched now. I moaned loudly, my eyes fluttering closed. He sucked again while his hand teased the other one, and I moaned even louder.

“Oh my god,” whispered Megan. “She likes that. When is it my turn?”

To my disappointment, he let go of me and turned to Megan, taking her nipple into his mouth, his tongue swirling around it before he sucked gently. She let out a low moan, her fingers tightening around his shaft.

Holly and I exchanged glances, and I realized that we were both breathing heavily. We watched impatiently as he sucked first one of Megan’s nipples and then the other, making her moan with pleasure and wank him even faster.

“Me next,” Holly said impatiently, her cheeks flushed.

Jack switched to her, his hand lifting up her heavy breast and pulling her right nipple into his mouth. His lips wrapped around it as she gasped and tangled her fingers in his hair.

“Fuuuck,” Holly moaned. “That’s so nice.”

He moved to the left nipple, leaving the other one hard and wet. Megan surprised me by reaching out and rolling it between her fingers.

“I love your nipples,” she said, as Holly moaned even louder at the dual sensations.

Mine were aching and desperate for attention. I had to make do with squeezing my own breast, teasing and playing with my nipple with one hand as I stroked Jack’s cock with the other. My pussy was throbbing, and I could tell my panties were soaking wet.


Chapter Four




“That’s fun…” said Megan after a while, “but what I want to know is… can we suck your cock?”

My breath caught in surprise at Megan’s filthy suggestion. Holly grinned, her eyes shining. Jack smirked, looking less nervous than he had before.

“I don’t see why not,” he said.

We all let go of his cock, and Megan knelt down in front of him. She wrapped both hands around his shaft and pulled it towards her. “It’s so fucking big,” she purred, pulling the foreskin back and staring at it throbbing in her hands.

“Go on then,” I urged, keen to see her put it in her mouth.

She took a deep breath and wrapped her lips around it, taking an inch or two into her mouth. It already looked more than she could comfortably handle. She must have been swirling her tongue around the tip, because Jack’s head flew back against the sofa and he let out a loud groan.

Megan started stroking the shaft firmly with both hands, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked the end. She bobbed her head up and down, managing to get a bit more in her mouth, but suddenly she gagged, saliva running out of her mouth and down her chin. She coughed, but didn’t give up, continuing to bob her head with more success.

“Fuuuck,” murmured Holly. I knew how she felt. I’d never seen anything so hot before.

Megan came up for air, gasping and breathing heavily. “You have a go,” she said to me.

“Me?” I said, my heart pounding.

“Yeah, never sucked a cock before?” she giggled.

“No, actually, and neither had you,” I retorted. Nevertheless, I took Megan’s place between his legs. I reached out, my hands around the thick shaft, and stroked it up and down a few times.

“Go on, then,” said Megan.

“I’m building up to it,” I replied.

Finally, I tilted it towards me. Deciding to take a different approach to Megan, I started at the base, next to his hair-covered balls. I stuck out my tongue and ran it all the way up his long shaft. He groaned with pleasure, encouraging me to do it again. I swirled my tongue around the head and then wrapped my lips around it.

It was hot and heavy on my tongue and filled my mouth in a way I was not used to. I nodded my head, trying to get it deeper until I felt it touch the back of my throat, which made me gag.

“It’s too big,” I complained, taking it out. “You have a go, Holly.”

Holly took my place and confidently took his big cock in her hands, her heavy breasts hanging low. She guided it to her mouth and slipped it inside, her lips stretched around the shaft. Then she leaned forward, taking it deeper and deeper. Half his long cock disappeared into her mouth. Megan and I looked on, our mouths open with astonishment.

Holly lifted up a bit and then sank further down, more and more of his cock disappearing into her mouth. It must have been deep in her throat by now, and Jack was squirming and groaning with pleasure. She bobbed up again and then down, all the fucking way to his body, her lips pressed up against him, the whole of his massive cock in her throat like some kind of magic trick.

“Holy fuck!” gasped Megan.

But Holly couldn’t hold it any longer. With a loud gasp, she hurriedly took it out of her mouth, thick strings of saliva trailing back to his dick and running down her chin. Her eyes watered, trails of wetness streaking her flushed cheeks.

“What the fuck?” I said. “How did you do that?”

Holly wiped her chin, smirking. “Been practising with a dildo. It’s easy with a bit of patience.”

“I don’t think I could ever do that with one this big,” I admitted, shaking my head.

“Let’s all lick it at the same time,” Megan suggested, grinning.

We crowded around his rock-hard cock, now slick with spit. Megan flicked her tongue over the sensitive head while I licked the shaft, tracing a path down to his balls. Holly, still smug from her deepthroating stunt, took one side, pressing soft, teasing kisses along the length.

Jack moaned, a huge smile on his face. “You girls are fucking unreal.”

Megan grinned up at him. “We haven’t even started yet.”

She took him back into her mouth while I kissed my way lower, licking at his balls, feeling the way his thighs trembled beneath me. Holly followed my lead, licking and kissing the other side, our tongues meeting in the middle.


Chapter Five




Ifroze for a moment, my breath catching in my throat. I had never kissed a girl before, not properly, anyway. Now here we were, our mouths sliding together, wet with his taste, our tongues brushing over each other as we licked along his thick shaft.

The unexpected heat of it sent a spark straight to my core. Holly’s lips were soft, her tongue slick as it flicked against mine in teasing little strokes. I gasped against her mouth, a shiver rolling through me. I’d always been curious, but I never thought my first real kiss with another girl would be like this, tangled together over a throbbing cock, our mouths messy and eager.

Holly must have felt it too because she didn’t pull away. Instead, she pressed in closer, her breath hot against my lips. We licked together, tracing the length of his shaft, our tongues curling and slipping against each other in a way that made my stomach tighten with excitement.

Megan, watching us with dark, eager eyes, let out a low moan. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine, licking the taste of Jack from my mouth. My heart pounded as I melted into it, the kiss wetter, deeper than I expected. Her tongue teased mine, stroking, exploring, making me dizzy.

Then, just as suddenly, Megan turned and kissed Holly. It was pure hunger, needy, messy, their lips crashing together with a wet sound. Holly responded immediately, tilting her head, opening her mouth, their tongues tangling just inches from my face. Jack groaned, gripping the base of his cock like he was barely holding himself back.

My whole body throbbed with excitement. I felt breathless, my skin tingling, my nipples hard, and my pussy leaking arousal into my panties. Watching them kiss, seeing their mouths glistening with spit, was driving me wild.

Megan pulled away from Holly with a grin, then turned back to me. This time, when she kissed me, I didn’t hesitate. I opened my mouth for her, tasting her, letting her tongue slide over mine as we sank into it. Holly pressed up behind me, her huge breasts squashed against my back, her lips brushing my neck, sending shivers racing down my spine.

We were all tangled together now, lips and tongues and hands exploring. That’s right, my hands had found Holly’s lovely tits, squeezing and kneading them. Megan bent down to my nipples, sucking hard on one and making me moan with pleasure. Jack watched, panting, having to stroke his own cock now that we were otherwise engaged.

Megan looked up at me, my nipple still in her mouth. “Think he’s enjoying the show?”

I let my hand trail down to stroke his shaft again, feeling him pulse beneath my fingers. “Oh, he fucking loves it.”

We moved back in, all three of us, our mouths and tongues worshipping his length. Megan flicked her tongue over the sensitive tip while I licked along the shaft, tasting the mix of spit and arousal. Holly, ever the show-off, took him deep again, her throat stretching around him, her lips sealed tight around the base.

Jack let out a strangled moan, his whole body shuddering. His hands gripped the sofa like he was barely holding on. His cock was so hard, throbbing and flushed, veins standing out along the shaft. He looked like he might explode at any second.

“I’m not gonna last much longer,” he groaned, his voice strained with desperation as Holly swallowed him down once more.

Megan’s eyes burned with excitement. “Oh my god, I want to see it come.”

“Me too,” Holly gasped, pulling off with a wet gasp, spit trailing from her lips to his cock.

Without hesitation, we wrapped our hands around him, stroking in unison, our fingers wet and tight. The heat of his skin burned against my palm as we pumped faster and faster, our hands sliding over each other, our mouths brushing against his cock and each other’s fingers. The thrill of it, the sheer filth of sharing this moment, had my whole body buzzing.

Jack’s breathing was coming hard and fast, his stomach clenching. “Fuck… fuck, I’m…”

His whole body jerked as he let out a deep groan.

The first thick rope of cum shot up, splattering across Megan’s chest. She gasped, her eyes wide, before another spurt landed hot and wet across my lips, my tongue catching the salty taste. Holly let out a moan of surprise and delight as the next pulse coated her cheek, dripping down to her parted lips.

“Oh my fucking god,” Megan breathed, her fingers smearing the mess across her skin.

Jack shuddered, his cock still twitching in our grasp, thick streams still dribbling down onto our hands. I licked my lips instinctively, tasting his cum for the first time.

Holly wiped her cheek with her fingers, then, without breaking eye contact with Jack, slid them into her mouth, sucking them clean. Megan let out a breathless laugh, then leaned in, licking a stray drop from the corner of my mouth before kissing me, deep and filthy, the taste of him still on both of our tongues.

Jack groaned, his head flopping back against the sofa. “You girls are fucking unbelievable.”

Megan smirked, running a teasing finger down his still-sensitive cock. “We’re not finished with you yet,” she told him sternly. “How long until you can go again?”

“I don’t know. With you three, pretty soon,” he replied, looking around admiringly at our exposed chests.


Chapter Six




Jack was still catching his breath, his cock twitching slightly as the last of his orgasm faded. It softened, still leaking cum. Megan leaned in and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.

“Your turn,” she murmured.

Jack blinked, still dazed. “Huh?”

Megan giggled, standing up and sliding her hands under her skirt. “You didn’t think this was all about you, did you?” With one smooth motion, she slipped her panties down her legs and stepped out of them, tossing them aside. Then she shimmied out of her skirt, standing completely naked in front of us.

Her body was slim and beautiful. Between her legs, a fiery tuft of red hair matched the hair on her head. She lay back on the sofa and spread her legs slightly, her glistening slit on full display, her lips pink and wet.

“Be a good boy and make me come,” she breathed.

He slid off the sofa and onto his knees between her thighs, his hands settling on her legs and spreading them even wider as he took in the sight of her. The first press of his tongue against her made Megan gasp, her fingers instantly threading through his hair. “Fuck, yes…”

He started slowly, his tongue flicking lightly over her clit, teasing her, making her squirm. Megan’s back arched slightly, her chest rising and falling with each shaky breath. Holly and I sat close, watching. I couldn’t help it; my fingers drifted between my legs, pressing against the damp fabric of my panties. Next to me, Holly was doing the same, her lips parted, her eyes glued to Jack’s mouth as it worked over Megan’s swollen, needy cunt.

Megan let out a low moan, her hips lifting up against his face, urging him on. “More,” she demanded. “Faster.”

Jack obliged, flattening his tongue against her and licking her with long strokes, covering every inch of her. He lapped at her, sucking lightly on her clit before flicking his tongue over it again, making her whimper and pull at his hair.

I was mesmerised. I’d never seen anything like this before, and the sheer filth of it had my fingers rubbing harder over my own aching clit. Holly let out a soft whine beside me, her own hand slipping inside her panties now, unable to resist.

Jack slipped a hand between Megan’s thighs, teasing her entrance before sliding a finger inside her, then another. Megan gasped, her legs spreading wider to take him in. Her cunt stretched around his fingers as he worked them in and out. He curled his fingers up inside her, his tongue never letting up on her clit.

“Oh my fucking god,” Megan moaned, her head thrown back, her hips thrusting at his mouth. “Right there… fuck, don’t stop…”

Her whole body tensed, her thighs clamping around his head, her fingers gripping his hair so tight it had to hurt. Then, with a loud, breathless cry, she came, her body shaking, her juices coating his fingers as he worked her through it, not slowing until she finally slumped back against the sofa, panting heavily.

Jack pulled away, his lips and chin glistening, looking more than pleased with himself. I saw his cock was already rock-hard again.

Megan took a shaky breath, blinking up at us with a lazy, satisfied grin. “Holy fuck…” She let out a breathless laugh, then turned her gaze to Holly and me. “So… who’s next?”

I beat Holly by quickly saying “Me.”

I took Megan’s place on the sofa, my heart hammering as Jack turned his attention to me. He reached up under my skirt, and with my heart pounding, slipped my panties down my thighs and over my ankles. He must have noticed they were soaked through. Suddenly self-conscious, I couldn’t bring myself to open my legs, but Jack did it for me. I felt the cool air on my wet slit, framed with neatly trimmed, dark hair.

Jack admired my cunt, spreading me open with his thumbs. Then he leaned in, his tongue brushing firmly against my clit and sending a rush of electricity through my whole body.

“Mmm,” I murmured. He licked me again, lapping at my clit and making me moan even louder with pleasure. I’d never imagined that being licked would feel this good; it was like a wonderful warmth spreading out from between my legs and bathing me in pleasure.

Holly sat back heavily on the sofa next to me. She lifted her ass off the sofa, peeling down her tight jeans and panties in one go. She kicked them off, sitting back completely naked, her heavy tits rising and falling with each breath. She was fully shaved between her legs, her mound smooth and bare. But that wasn’t what shocked me most… What shocked me was that Megan was already leaning in, her tongue lapping at Holly’s clit.

Holly gasped, her hands flying to Megan’s head, her fingers twisting in her ginger hair. A fresh wave of arousal flooded through me at the sight, Megan’s tongue gliding over Holly’s slick folds, her lips parting slightly as she moaned into her.

I was unable to tear my eyes away from Megan’s mouth working over Holly’s cunt, the wet sounds of her tongue flicking and lapping mingling with Holly’s breathless moans. Meanwhile, Jack was giving me all sorts of pleasure. He dipped his head again, this time pushing his tongue deep into me, swirling inside before dragging it up to my clit and sucking lightly. At the same time, he slid a finger inside me, curling it just right, sending a deep, toe-curling pleasure through my core.

Holly turned her head toward me, her face flushed, her eyes glazed with pleasure. Without thinking, I reached for her, our lips finding each other. Jack added another finger, stretching me deliciously as his tongue flicked over my clit in fast, teasing strokes. My free hand clutched at his hair, my hips rocking in time with his movements.

Beside me, Holly was gasping, her body writhing as Megan devoured her. We moaned into each other’s mouths, our tongues dancing together. Her free hand found my breast, kneading and teasing my nipple as I did the same to her.

Jack curled his fingers inside me again, hitting that perfect spot, and I broke away from the kiss with a cry. Holly’s moans grew louder, too, her hips pushing back against Megan’s face. We clung to each other, our bodies trembling, our pleasure building together.

Jack’s tongue was relentless, his fingers stroking deep, faster, harder, until… I came. A strangled moan ripped from my throat as my climax hit, pleasure crashing over me in thick, rolling waves. My thighs squeezed around Jack’s head, my whole body shaking as I came hard against his mouth, my grip on Holly tightening.

And then, Holly was crying out too, her own orgasm tearing through her, her hips squirming wildly as Megan licked her through it. She clutched my hand as she came, her body trembling just as violently as mine.

We collapsed against each other, breathless and shuddering. Jack pulled back, his lips and chin slick with my arousal, looking pleased with himself. Megan sat back too, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” panted Holly, her big tits rising and falling.

“I’ve never come so hard,” I agreed.

But Megan already had a dirty look in her eyes. “Now it’s time for Jack to do what we brought him here to do.”


Chapter Seven




“Do you mean… sex?” I asked, my heart pounding all over again.

Megan smirked. “Yep. And you may as well go first since you’re already in position.”

I swallowed hard, suddenly aware of just how exposed I was, lying back on the sofa, my legs still spread, my cunt swollen, wet, and gaping from the intensity of my orgasm. My skin was still flushed, my body buzzing with lingering pleasure, but now a different kind of anticipation coiled inside me.

“Um… what about condoms?” I asked, my voice slightly unsteady.

Megan rolled her eyes. “We’re all on the pill, right?”

“Yeah…” I said.

“And we’re all virgins?”

Holly, Jack, and I all nodded. I could see her point. No risk, no reason to stop.

I took a deep breath. “Okay… let’s do it.”

Jack moved between my legs, his thick cock rock-hard again. I couldn’t take my eyes off it, the sheer size of him making my stomach tighten with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. I’d felt it in my mouth, in my hands, but now, I was about to take it inside me, and I had serious doubts about whether it would even fit.

Jack must have seen the flicker of hesitation in my eyes because he leaned down, kissing me softly, his hand brushing over my thigh. “We’ll take it slow,” he murmured.

I nodded. He gripped the base of his cock, guiding it towards me. The fat tip pressed against my entrance, hot and slick, sending a fresh jolt of arousal through me. Even that slight pressure made me gasp. I was actually going to do it.

He pushed just a little, barely breaching me, and I sucked in a sharp breath.

“Fuck,” I whimpered, feeling the tight stretch immediately. My body instinctively tensed. He moved it in gentle circles around my opening, waiting for me to adjust.

“Relax,” Megan whispered from beside me, stroking my arm.

I exhaled slowly, relaxing to let my body open up to him. Jack pressed forward again, easing just the head inside me. A deep, burning pressure spread through my cunt, the tightness overwhelming but intoxicating.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders.

He groaned low in his throat, his hands gripping my hips as he held himself there, buried just an inch inside me. “You feel so fucking tight,” he groaned.

“That’s because you’re so fucking big, stupid,” I panted back.

I felt wonderfully stretched, every nerve tingling with the sensation of something thick and solid forcing my body to accommodate it. He pushed forward another inch, my walls clinging to him, and I whimpered, caught between pleasure and the overwhelming sensation of being filled in a way I never had been before.

Holly and Megan were right next to me, flushed and watching intently as my lips stretched around his shaft. He moved, sliding it out a little and then back in, deeper.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, the pleasure starting to outweigh the discomfort.

Megan’s hand brushed my thigh. “How does it feel?”

I barely managed a breathless, “Fucking amazing.”

Jack took that as his cue to move again, inching in further, his cock stretching me open in slow, measured thrusts. The fullness was indescribable, hot, pulsing, overwhelming in the best possible way. I’d thought it would hurt more, but it just felt wonderful.

He started to fuck me harder, thrusting over and over, almost all the way in. My thighs trembled, my whole body on fire as he filled me deeper, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. My hand moved instinctively, sliding down between my legs. My fingers found my clit, slick and swollen, and as soon as I touched myself, the pleasure crashed over me like a wave. My body clenched around him, pulsing, spiralling into blinding, toe-curling bliss.

Megan let out a low laugh. “Holy shit,” she murmured.

Holly exhaled. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

I barely heard them, my body still shaking, pleasure rippling through me in aftershocks. Jack was breathing hard as he pulled his throbbing cock all the way out. It was glistening wet with my release.

Jack turned to Megan. “Do you want a turn?”


Chapter Eight




Megan licked her lips, shifting on the sofa, her eyes locked on him. “Yes, please.”

I shifted up to make room for her and wrapped my arms around her as she lay back. I held her, feeling her excited breathing as her small breasts rose and fell. She opened her legs for him, her ginger bush parting to reveal her flushed, pink lips. He parted her folds with his fingers and slid his cock into her.

“Fuuuck…” she moaned, her hand finding mine and gripping it tightly. “It’s even bigger than it looks.”

Jack groaned, his fingers digging into her thighs, his jaw clenched as he forced himself deeper into her tight cunt. Megan whimpered, her legs wrapping instinctively around his hips, pulling him in. I could feel her every reaction, the way her body tensed, the little tremors of pleasure rolling through her, the way her breath caught each time he pushed a little further inside.

Holly was kneeling beside Jack now, her breasts pressed up against him, her eyes dark with fascination as she watched Jack disappear into Megan’s soaked pussy.

“God, that’s so fucking hot,” Holly whispered, running a hand down Megan’s trembling thigh. “How does it feel?”

Megan let out a moan, her fingers tightening around mine. “Like I’m being split in half,” she gasped. “But in the best fucking way.”

“You feel fucking perfect,” Jack growled as he thrust into her, working himself deeper.

And fuck, watching them, feeling her reactions, hearing her breathless moans; I was already soaking again. And I wasn’t the only one. I could hear how wet Holly was as she plunged her fingers into herself.

He was fucking Megan quite hard now. She couldn’t speak, just let out a low moan with every deep thrust. She closed her eyes. “Oh god… I’m coming…” Her back arched away from me, and she let out a loud scream of pleasure, her body shaking as she climaxed.

When he finally pulled out, his shaft slick with her juices, he turned to Holly. But she was already on him, shoving her tongue into his mouth and pushing him back onto the sofa. She straddled him, kissing him like she was trying to eat him, desperate and needy.

“Fuck me,” she begged, grinding her bare pussy against his shaft and rubbing her huge tits against his chest.

I decided to help. I wrapped my hand around the base of Jack’s cock and guided it to her open hole. The head fit snugly between her folds and then… she moved. Her lips opened up, stretching right around his shaft as she impaled herself on him. All the way down in one smooth movement, taking him deeper… deeper. She let out one long, loud moan of pleasure as she sank all the way down until she was pressed right against his body, his whole cock swallowed by her cunt.

“Holy fuck,” gasped Megan.

“How did she do that?” I asked.

“Oh god, that feels so good,” she groaned, and then kissed him sloppily again.

Then she started riding him. Sliding up and down his thick cock, her lips stretched open around his shaft. Faster and harder she fucked herself on him, her tits bouncing and rubbing against his chest as she moved. It was incredibly hot, and I couldn’t help touching myself again, despite being sore and sensitive.

“Look at him stretching her,” Megan whispered, moving behind them to get a better view.

Holly arched her back, throwing her head back, her long blonde hair cascading down her spine. She let out a raw, shuddering scream as she came, fingers clawing into Jack’s shoulders, her cunt gripping his cock in tight, pulsing waves. Jack groaned as Holly clenched around him; his hands gripped her hips. His fingers pressed into the soft flesh as he thrust up into her, meeting every roll of her hips with a deep, deliberate stroke. Holly was still shaking, still moaning, but she didn’t stop moving. If anything, she fucked him harder right through her orgasm, chasing every last ounce of pleasure.


Chapter Nine




“Jack,” Megan purred, pressing a kiss to his cheek. “I want you again.”

Holly stilled, panting as she lifted herself off his cock, her pussy stretched and glistening with her arousal. She grinned at Megan. “He’s all yours, babe. I need a rest after that orgasm.”

Jack barely had time to catch his breath before Megan straddled him, her ginger curls damp with sweat, her freckles standing out against her flushed skin. She guided his cock back to her entrance and sank down onto him, letting out a long, filthy moan as he filled her again.

“Fuuuck,” she gasped, her head dropping back.

Jack gripped Megan’s ass and started thrusting up into her, his cock disappearing into her soaked pussy. For the first time, she took him all the way in.

“You like that, baby?” Holly murmured, running her hands down Megan’s curved back. “Like having that thick cock stretching you open again?”

Megan just nodded, her moans turning into little, broken whimpers as Jack fucked up into her, faster, deeper.

I was so lost in watching them that I didn’t realize Holly had moved next to me on the sofa. “You look like you need some attention,” she whispered, running her fingers between my legs, finding just how soaked I was. Holly’s fingers circled my clit, making me groan with pleasure as I watched the other two.

"Fuck me from behind," Megan said, suddenly. "I want to feel you even deeper."

Jack groaned, running his hands over her ass, giving it a firm squeeze. “Yeah? You want me to bend you over and fuck you properly?”

Megan bit her lip, nodding. "Yes, please."

Jack didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled out of her slowly, making her whimper, and guided her onto all fours. Her ass was high in the air, her back arched, her soaked pussy glistening and open.

"Fuck, look at you," Holly murmured, reaching out to run her hands over Megan’s back, down to the soft curves of her hips. "You look so fucking ready for it."

Megan moaned as Jack stood behind her and ran the thick head of his cock through her folds, teasing her, spreading her wetness over the tip.

"Come on, Jack," she whined, pushing back against him. "Don’t tease me."

He grinned and then, with one hard thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Megan gasped, her fingers gripping the sofa as he filled her completely. "Ohhh, fuck… yes!"

Jack groaned, gripping her hips tightly. "Shit, you’re so fucking tight like this."

He pulled back and thrust again, deeper this time, making her cry out. His pace was steady at first, slow and deliberate, making sure she felt every thick inch stretching her open. But soon, her desperate little whimpers and the way she pushed back against him made him increase his pace.

Jack gripped her hips harder and started fucking her properly. Deep, powerful strokes, his body slamming against her ass, the sounds of wet, filthy sex filling the air.

Megan was a mess beneath him, moaning and gasping, her back arching as he pounded into her. "Fuck… fuck… Jack…" Her words were broken, barely more than breathless cries.

“God, that’s so fucking hot,” Holly murmured.

I couldn’t take my eyes off them either. The way Jack took her, the way Megan’s body jolted with every deep thrust, the way his thick cock spread open her small, slender body, it was fucking obscene, and it made the whole of me ache with need.

“Oh god…” she gasped. “Jack… I’m gonna… oh fuck…”

Her whole body jerked as she came again, her cunt clenching tight around his cock, milking him as she let out a loud, shuddering moan, burying her face in the sofa.


Chapter Ten




Jack groaned, slowing slightly, letting her ride out the last waves of pleasure. He pulled out of her slowly, his cock glistening with her arousal, and looked straight at me.

Holly smirked, her fingers still teasing my clit. “I think it’s Janey’s turn.”

Megan, still breathless, turned to me with a lazy, satisfied grin. “You need to feel him from behind,” she murmured, sounding drunk with pleasure. “Trust me.”

Jack reached for me, his hands firm as he guided me onto all fours, positioning me just how he wanted. My heart pounded, my body already trembling with anticipation as he moved behind me. Holly pulled my hair to the side, kissing along my neck.

My whole body tensed when I felt the head of Jack’s cock nudge against my entrance, teasing me, dragging through my slick folds.

“God, you’re wet,” he murmured, running his hands over my ass, spreading me open even more. I was suddenly aware that he could see my asshole, all of my most intimate parts fully exposed to him.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

But he didn’t. Not yet. He rubbed himself against me, spreading my wetness over his cock, making me fucking ache for it.

Then, finally, he pushed inside.

I gasped as he stretched me open, the thick length of him sinking deep, deeper, filling me completely. The angle, the way his hands gripped my hips, the way he controlled every inch… it sent a hot rush of pleasure through me, my cunt clenching instinctively around him.

“Fuck, Janey,” he groaned, his fingers pressing into my skin as he pulled back and thrust again, slow but deliberate. I moaned, my arms trembling under me as he started to move, his cock sliding in and out of me, each thrust deeper, harder, dragging against all the right spots. The pressure built fast, pleasure burning hot and sharp inside me, making my toes curl, my breath catch.

Behind me, Holly was watching, her hands sliding up my back, nails scraping lightly over my skin. “You love it, don’t you?” she whispered, pressing a kiss between my shoulder blades. “Love being fucked like this?”

I whimpered in response, pushing back to meet Jack’s thrusts, chasing the friction, the heat, the overwhelming sensation of being stretched so perfectly. Jack’s grip tightened, and his pace quickened. He fucked me hard now, his body slamming against my ass. I realized that meant I was taking him all the way. I could hardly believe it. The sound of skin on skin filling the room, mixing with our heavy breaths and desperate moans. Every deep, bruising thrust sent sparks shooting through me, my whole body tightening, clenching, needing.

He slammed into me, hitting just the right spot, and everything exploded. I came hard, my cunt gripping his cock, my body shuddering as pleasure flooded through me in hot, overwhelming waves. My moans turned into cries as the orgasm crashed over me, making me breathless, trembling, and fucked senseless.

Jack pulled out, leaving me gaping and trembling, my whole body still pulsing from the intensity of it. I could barely hold myself up. He gripped his cock in one hand, the thick length wet with my sticky, white release, veins standing out along the shaft. It was so hard it looked like it was about to burst, throbbing with the need for release.

“Fuck, I need to come,” Jack groaned.

“Quick,” said Megan, “Come on us all.”

She knelt down on the floor, dragging Holly with her. I rolled off the sofa, still shaky, still sensitive, but I needed to see it, needed to feel it. I crawled over and knelt beside them, pressing up close, our warm, flushed skin touching as we offered ourselves to him. We squashed up close together, offering up our breasts as he stood over us.

Jack looked down at the three of us, his breathing heavy, his muscles tense. His cock twitched in his grip as he stroked himself, his eyes flicking between our eager, waiting faces and the soft curves of our breasts, pressed together, ready for him.

"Fuck," he groaned, his pace quickening as he got closer.

We could see it, the way his cock throbbed, the way his stomach tensed, that split second before he lost control.

Then he let out a deep, shuddering moan as he came.

Load after load of thick, hot cum spilled over our skin, painting our breasts, dripping down between us. He groaned through every pulse, his release covering all three of us, warm and messy.

Megan let out a soft, filthy little laugh, running her fingers through the mess on her skin. "God, that’s so fucking hot."

Holly smirked, rubbing some of it into her tits before leaning in and pressing them against mine, our sticky skin sliding together. I just sat there, breathless, heart still racing, completely wrecked. But fuck, I loved it.

As we sat there in the aftermath, the room heavy with the weight of what had just happened, there was a comfortable silence. We were all still catching our breath, our bodies sore but blissfully content. Jack, looking as spent as we all were, leaned back against the sofa, a satisfied grin on his face. His cock was still semi-hard but was slowly going softer.

“That was one hell of a first time,” he said, wiping the sweat from his forehead. “Not what I was expecting.”

Holly let out a soft laugh, brushing some of her hair out of her face, her skin still flushed. “Yeah, definitely not something any of us are going to forget anytime soon.”

Megan grinned, running a hand over Jack’s chest. "So… are we doing this again tomorrow?"

Holly looked over at her, then at Jack, raising an eyebrow. "You serious?"

Megan nodded. "Why not? It was our first time, but it was so fucking good. I think we’ve got a lot more to explore."

I felt a shiver run through me at the thought. “Yeah… I wouldn’t mind doing it again.”

Jack raised an eyebrow. “You want me to come back tomorrow and fuck you all again?”

We all nodded. I couldn’t wait.

THE END
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My First Time Was A Fivesome


A Fun And Dirty FFFMM Adventure



Chapter One




Inervously pushed open the door to my new dorm with my shoulder, my arms full of books, and my rucksack on my back. It was my sophomore year of university, and they had moved me to a new accommodation. I hoped my new roommates were as quiet and friendly as my last ones. I really didn’t want to be stuck with some party girls who were going to distract me from my studies.

The first thing I saw was that there was a bunk bed, a single bed, and three desks. Two girls were sitting on the bottom bunk, one of them applying eyeliner to the other one. They looked up when I entered.

"Hi… I’m... I'm the new roommate," I stammered, clutching my books. The taller one was a vision of curves and confidence. Her dark skin glowed under the harsh dorm lights, and her afro was perfectly round, framing a face that was strikingly beautiful. She was wearing a tight T-shirt that stretched across her enormous breasts, and tiny little shorts that showed off her long legs and round ass.

“I’m Skye,” she said, already laughing and throwing her arms around me. I felt the heavy warmth of her breasts as she pressed them against mine. “What’s your name, roomie?”

“Elizabeth,” I replied, gasping for air. “People call me Liz.”

“Welcome to the dorm, Liz,” she said. She had a strong Southern accent that practically purred. She held me at arm's length and regarded me critically. “Well, aren’t you just the cutest little button. I love the whole geek chic thing you’ve got going on!”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by “geek chic”. I was dressed practically, in jeans and a vest top, with a sensible cardigan thrown over the top. My straight blonde hair was tied up in a tight ponytail, and I pushed my glasses up my nose.

“Er… thank you… I think,” I replied.

My other new roommate elbowed Skye out of the way and gave me an even tighter hug. She was petite, with dark hair and much smaller breasts. It didn’t look like she was wearing a bra under her T-shirt, and I could make out her dark nipples through the white fabric. Her pleated skirt was so short that I was surprised I couldn’t see her panties.

“I think you’re beautiful,” she purred. “I’m Rachel, by the way.”

“Hi Rachel,” I said, still slightly stunned by the warmth of the welcome. “Which one is my bed?”

"That one," Rachel said, pointing a manicured finger toward the single bed in the far corner. As I moved to drop my heavy rucksack, I felt their eyes tracking my every move.

"So, Lizzy," Rachel said, hopping onto the edge of my mattress. The movement caused her tiny pleated skirt to ride up even higher, exposing the black lace of her panties. They were much more daring than anything I would wear.

"A girl who looks like you, moving dorms... I bet your phone is already blowing up. How many guys are mourning your move away from your old building?"

I blinked. "I... I don't follow. What guys?"

Skye let out a laugh, sitting down on the other side of me. The stretch of her tight T-shirt made her enormous breasts shift and sway provocatively. "She’s being modest, Rach. Look at that stunning ginger hair, those green eyes. Her enormous tits. They’re even bigger than mine. And her skin… It’s so wonderfully white it’s practically translucent, and covered in freckles, besides. She’s probably getting more dick than both of us put together.”

I felt the heat rush from my chest all the way to the tips of my ears. I’d never been described as beautiful before. I pulled my cardigan tighter over my chest. It was true that I did have quite large breasts, but I tried to keep them hidden as much as possible. "I… pardon?"

"You heard her," Rachel giggled, leaning in closer. "A pretty little thing like you? You must be getting laid on the daily. Tell us about the lucky guys.”

"I… I don't have a boyfriend," I stammered. "I don't... I don't really date. At all. I spent all of last year in the library. I’m here for my degree, not for... for that."

“But you’re not a… virgin, right?” said Skye, laughing as if it was an absurd thing to say. When I didn’t answer, Skye put her hand over her mouth, her eyes going wide. “Oh… My… God…”

“What? I’m only nineteen. I haven’t met The One yet.”

“The One,” said Skye scathingly, making air quotes with her fingers. “What about the ‘Two At A Time’?”

“Anyway,” said Rachel. “We were just getting ready to go out for the evening and pull some guys. You wanna come?”

“Aww, thanks,” I said, genuinely touched. “But I want to do a bit of pre-study for the first lecture tomorrow.”

“Pre-study?” Skye said slowly. “I don’t understand.”

“Guys, I really appreciate it,” I said. “But I’ll give it a miss this time. I need to unpack and stuff.”

Skye nodded. “Sure. Sure. But we ain’t letting you get away with next time, roomie,” She jumped on me, giving me another big hug, and then headed out the door with Rachel in tow.


Chapter Two




Iwas just drifting off to sleep when I heard a burst of muffled giggling outside the dorm room door. The door opened slowly, and Skye and Rachel crept in. But they weren’t alone.

"Shhh! You’re gonna wake our new roomie," whispered Skye, her Southern drawl thick and syrupy.

I kept my eyes tightly shut, pretending to be asleep.

"She’s a deep sleeper, look at her," Rachel giggled.

“Should we go?” said a deeper voice. A man. I opened my eyes a crack. There were two men with them. College boys by the look of their jackets.

“No, I don’t care if she watches, anyway,” giggled Skye. “Maybe it will be some sex education for her.”

Even though my heart was racing, I stayed perfectly still, breathing shallowly through my nose and watching through a tiny slit in my eyelids. I didn’t know what my new friends were going to do with these boys, but whatever it was, I wanted to see it.

Skye was already by the bunk beds, leading a tall, broad-shouldered guy by the hand. She turned to face him, and he pressed her against the bunk, kissing her deeply. I felt a rush of heat and wetness between my legs. No one had ever kissed me like that before. In the shadows, I could see the silhouette of her hands wandering downward to his belt. She tugged it open and then unzipped his pants. Her hand disappeared inside.

"Mmm, you're so much bigger than the guys back home," Skye moaned softly, the sound vibrating through the small room. The thought of her touching his penis had me feeling things I had never felt before, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

Meanwhile, Rachel and her man had climbed up into her top bunk. There was a flurry of giggling as they dived under the sheets. Seconds later, her hand appeared out of the side of the covers and dropped her T-shirt over the edge onto the floor. I could hear everything: the wet, rhythmic sound of kissing, the heavy friction of clothing grinding against clothing. And then the guy’s jeans dropped down to the floor. Rachel squealed with pleasure at something.

Skye’s hand worked back and forth inside her man’s pants. They dropped lower, revealing his firm, muscular bottom. And then I saw it. His cock, thick and hard, was pointing up at forty-five degrees. Skye’s hand was wrapped tight around it, and she stroked it firmly. At the same time, his hand went to her breasts, squeezing her big tits through her top.

She let go of his cock for a second, leaving it standing up and throbbing as she pulled her tight T-shirt over her head and tossed it blindly toward the desk. She unclipped her voluminous bra, and it fell to the floor. Her massive, dark breasts were suddenly free, swaying heavily in the dim light before the guy’s hands moved to claim them. Her nipples were large and black in the dim light.

My hands went to my own breasts, braless and loose in the oversized T-shirt I slept in. I squeezed them, wondering what it would be like for a boy to do that. And then I let out an involuntary gasp. Skye had dropped to her knees in front of the boy, holding his long shaft near the base with one hand. She opened her lips and took the rest of it deep into her mouth.

The boy groaned, his head lolling back. “Yeah, baby, suck that cock,” he growled.

Skye’s lips were tight around his shaft as she bobbed her head back and forth. I saw her eyes flick to me, and I realised that she’d noticed that I was awake. But she just winked at me and continued to suck the boy’s dick.

In the top bunk, more clothes had found their way onto the floor. I was shocked to realise that Rachel and the boy must be naked now. Suddenly, the sheets dropped away, and I saw Rachel’s legs were bent back, her knees close to her shoulders as the boy pinned her against the bed. His ass thrust down between her thighs, and she squealed with pleasure as his cock penetrated her.

The top bunk began to rattle against the wall with a rhythmic thud. I watched, transfixed, as Rachel’s small, pale hands gripped the metal railing of the bed, her knuckles white. With every downward thrust of the boy above her, she let out a sharp, gasping cry that sounded like a mix of agony and pure, unadulterated pleasure.

Beneath them, Skye was still on her knees, her dark skin a beautiful contrast to the boy’s pale thighs. She was relentless, her throat working rhythmically as she took him deeper and deeper. She didn’t look away from me this time; she kept her eyes locked onto mine.

I couldn’t help but moan myself. My pussy was aching so much that I had to slide my hand into my panties. My fingers found my lips sticky and wet. I moved to my clit. It was large and swollen, and the slightest touch sent a wave of pleasure through me like I had never felt before.

My fingers began to move faster, circling my clit as the friction sent jolts of electricity shooting up my spine. The sounds of my moans mixed with Rachel’s gasps, the slap of skin on skin, and Skye’s wet blowjob.

Suddenly, Skye pulled back, leaving the boy’s cock glistening in the moonlight. She stood up, her massive breasts swaying with her movement, and pushed him back onto the lower bunk. She dropped her little shorts and panties to the floor in one quick movement. She was gloriously naked, her round, dark ass towards me. She straddled him, her legs opening up enough that I could see her shaved pussy and asshole. She reached down between her legs, guiding his hard length toward her opening.

She hovered for a second, a dark silhouette against the moonlight, before slowly lowering herself onto him. I could see her lips spread around his shaft and open up. His cock stretched her wide open as she sank all the way down. When she lifted up, she left his cock wet with her arousal.

Her back arched, her large breasts lifting and trembling as she began to ride him with a slow, grinding rhythm that made the entire bunk bed frame groan in protest. I was mesmerized by the sight of her. Every time she rose and fell, I could see her stretched tight around him. My own hand was moving in a frantic blur now, my breath coming fast. I had completely forgotten to pretend to be asleep; I was sitting half-upright, my ginger hair messy around my shoulders, my eyes wide.

From the top bunk, a sudden, heavy thud against the wall was followed by Rachel’s voice, sharp and high. "Oh God, yes! Right there!"

The boy with Rachel started thrusting faster, his movements frantic. The whole bunk was shaking so violently I thought the screws might come loose. I saw Rachel’s small, pale feet pointing up at the ceiling, her toes curling as she reached her peak.

Skye was riding her boy even harder now. The boy’s hands were everywhere, squeezing her thick ass and then reaching up to roughly knead her heavy breasts. She started to come, her thighs and ass shaking as she threw her head back and let out a loud cry of pleasure. Rachel was thrashing about, too, her hands still gripping the bedframe above her head.

It was enough to send me over the edge. I pressed my palm hard against my clit and plunged two fingers into my gaping pussy, my body stiffening as a massive, pulsing orgasm ripped through me. I bit my lip to keep from screaming, but a loud, whimpering moan escaped anyway. Wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through me, almost making me lose the sheet that covered me.

I slumped back against my pillow, trembling and soaked in sweat. On the top bunk, the boy pulled out. “Come on your tits,” he grunted in a low voice, stroking himself as he moved above Rachel. And then he erupted all over her, long streams of thick white cum splashing over her skin.

I watched, mesmerized, as Rachel reached up and smeared it across her chest with a giggle. But my attention was pulled back down to Skye’s partner as he let out a loud groan from the bottom bunk.

His hips were bucking upward desperately, his hands digging into the soft, dark flesh of Skye's ass. "God… I'm gonna come," he warned her.

Skye’s powerful thighs tightened around his torso like a vice. She leaned forward, her massive breasts crushing against his chest.

Her Southern drawl echoed through the room. "Don't you dare pull out. Come inside me. Fill me up."

She began to grind her hips harder, her glistening pussy gripping him tightly. He lunged upward one last time, burying himself as deep as he could go, and froze. I could see the muscles in his arms and legs straining as he erupted inside her. Skye’s eyes drifted shut, her head falling back as she drank in the sensation of him filling her. She let out a long, shaky moan, her fingers raking across his chest.

"Yeah... just like that," she whispered.

They stayed locked together for a long moment. Skye slowly opened her eyes and looked over at me. I was still shaking, my whole body still tingling from my own release.

“Did you enjoy that, Lizzy?” she called.

My heart raced, and I felt myself going bright red in the dark. But there was no way I could deny it.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Skye laughed and lifted off him. Thick, white cum poured out of her pussy, running down her inner thigh.

“Right, you two,” she said to the boys. “Get the fuck out, I want to sleep.”


Chapter Three




In the morning, it was just like nothing had happened. The only sign of the previous night's chaos was a discarded pair of black, lace panties draped over my desk chair.

"Mornin’, sunshine!" Skye was standing by the mirror, looking fresh and impossibly glowing. She was wearing a tiny silk robe that barely reached the tops of her thighs, her afro picked out into a perfect, soft halo. She was humming an upbeat song, carefully applying a coat of gloss to her full lips.

"Morning," I croaked.

“Come on, get dressed. We’re going to get coffee before lectures.” She didn't look at all embarrassed.

"The... those guys?" I stammered, looking toward the door. “Your boyfriends?”

Rachel appeared from the bathroom, laughing. “Boyfriends? Funny. Do you remember what yours was called, Skye?”

“Chad,” she said, putting the finishing touches to the lip gloss. Then she frowned. “No… Brad… something like that, anyway.”

I got up, had a quick shower, and got dressed for my first day of lectures. I chose a sensible, knee-length, gray skirt and my favorite top, a stretchy, ribbed tank top in brown. My tits stretched it, but, with a good bra, at least it stopped them bouncing around. I covered them up with a knitted cardigan. I tied my ginger hair up in a loose ponytail and put my glasses on.

I couldn’t help notice that my roommates were dressed a lot more sexily than I was. Skye looked more like she was going to a 70s club night, with her huge afro, tight little running shorts, and a crop top that hung miles from her bare stomach because her tits were so big. She had a piercing through her belly button that gave me a little rush of heat between my thighs when I noticed it.

Rachel, on the other hand, had a preppy vibe, with a tennis skirt that was even shorter than yesterday and a high-neck top that clung to her curves so much that it was obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra. It was even translucent enough to see the darkness of her nipples. I thought about her pinned to the bed with her legs back by her shoulders being fucked by that guy last night, and felt another rush of arousal.

We grabbed a quick coffee from the truck outside college and sat on a wall in the quad.

"So, Lizzy," Rachel said, swinging her legs so the hem of her tennis skirt fluttered dangerously high. She took a slow sip of her latte, her dark eyes locking onto mine over the rim of the cup. "After wanking to our live performance in our room last night, I bet you’re desperate for some dick-action yourself?”

I nearly choked on my coffee. The morning air was crisp, but my face felt like it was hovering over an open flame. "I… I told you. I’m just focused on my studies."

Skye let out a rich, throaty laugh, leaning back on her elbows. The movement pulled her crop top even higher, showcasing that belly piercing and a smooth expanse of dark skin. "Honey, we saw you under those covers. And you come louder than I do."

I looked down. My heart was thumping in my chest. "It was just... It looked like a lot of fun, but I’ve never done it before.”

“But you’ve thought about it, right?”

“Yeah, I’ve thought about it,” I admitted. I’d thought about it a lot, actually.

"It’s okay, button," Skye said. She reached over and gave my knee a reassuring squeeze. "Actually, it’s more than okay. Let me help you.” She pulled her phone out of her tiny shorts. "I know some guys from the hockey team. Big, athletic, and, most importantly, they’re kind and sensitive. They would be very helpful when it comes to beginners. I’ll text a few of them. Maybe we can have a little 'study session' back at the dorm after our last lecture."

My heart did a violent somersault. "Wait… what? Tonight? No, Skye, I’m not ready for that! I don’t even know them. I can't just... I wouldn't know what to do."

"You don't have to do anything you don't want to, Lizzy," Rachel said, sliding off the wall to stand in front of me. She reached up and adjusted my glasses. "But trust us. We’re going to get you ready."

“Ready?” I said. "Ready how?"

“Improve your look, give you a few tips. That sort of thing. Don’t worry, it will be fun.” Rachel leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the cheek. The smell of her perfume had my pussy aching all over again.


Chapter Four




It was after lectures, and the clock was quickly ticking down to when Skye’s hockey friends were due to arrive. I sat on the edge of my bed, my knees pressed together, feeling terrified, but also strangely excited.

"First things first," Skye said, reaching for the tie that was holding my ponytail up. “Let’s lose the librarian look and free your gorgeous ginger hair.” She plucked the elastic from my hair. My red waves tumbled down, messy and thick, reaching past my shoulders. Skye ran her fingers through the strands, shaking them out until they framed my face.

"Now," Rachel added, leaning against the dresser with a predatory grin. "The cardigan. It’s a crime against humanity, Lizzy. Take it off."

I hesitated, then slowly slid the knitted wool off my shoulders. As soon as it hit the floor, I felt exposed. The brown ribbed tank top was tight, much tighter than I usually allowed people to see. Without the layers, the sheer volume of my breasts was impossible to ignore; they strained against the fabric, the ribbed material stretching thin over the heavy curves.

"God, I knew it," Skye breathed, stepping back to take me in. "You're stacked, honey. Those tits are fabulous. No boy is going to be able to resist those. That vest top is doing God's work, but..." She trailed off, her eyes narrowing critically.

"But what?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"The bra," Rachel said, pushing off the dresser and circling me like a shark. "It’s one of those industrial-strength beige things, isn't it? I can see the straps. It’s flattening you out and ruining your perky shape. If you want to drive those boys crazy, you need to let them move. You need to go natural."

"Without a bra?" I gasped, my hands instinctively flying to my chest. "I… I can't. They're too big. They'll... they'll jiggle."

"That’s the point, babe!" Rachel giggled. "Trust us. Take it off."

I reached nervously for the hem of my top.

“Wait a minute,” gasped Skye. “Lift up your arms.”

I lifted my arms, revealing thick patches of ginger hair under each one. Both girls were looking at me with their mouths open.

Skye sighed. “Wow.”

“That’s so beautiful,” whispered Rachel.

“So bold, what a statement. That must make the guys come in their pants,” continued Skye.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I protested, looking down at one of the patches of hair. “I just don’t have time to shave them.”

“The guys are going to love that,” nodded Rachel. “Now let’s get this bra off.”

With my heart hammering against my ribs, I turned toward the corner, shielding myself as I pulled the tank top over my head. My skin felt cool in the dorm air. I reached behind my back, unhooked the heavy clasps of my sensible bra, and let it drop to the floor. I felt a sudden, heavy weight as my breasts settled, free for the first time in years, in front of anyone.

I reached for my tank top to pull it back on, but before I could hide myself, I heard a collective intake of breath.

"Oh... my... God," Skye whispered.

I froze, clutching the brown fabric to my stomach. I looked up to see both of them staring at me, their eyes wide and fixed on my chest. Without the compression of the bra, my breasts looked even larger, pale, heavy, and tipped with large, rose-colored nipples that were already hardening in the cool air. Freckles spread across my chest like stars, and they turned a deeper red as I felt the blood rush to my chest and face.

"Lizzy," Rachel breathed, stepping into my personal space. Her dark eyes were darting between my face and my chest. "Those are... they're perfect.”

"They're huge," Skye added. "Seriously, babe. We’ve got some competition here. Can we... can we touch them? Just to see if they're as soft as they look?"

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering against my ribs so loudly I was sure they could hear it.

"Okay," I whispered, my voice trembling. "You can... You can touch them. I guess."

Skye sat next to me on the left and Rachel on the right, their hands moving in. When their palms first made contact with my skin, I let out a sharp gasp. Skye’s hand was large and warm, her long fingers wrapping around the heavy underside of my left breast, while Rachel’s smaller, firmer hand claimed the right. They didn't just touch; they squeezed, testing the weight and the softness of my pale skin.

"Oh, honey," Skye purred, her thumb grazing the edge of my nipple. "You’ve been hiding these gems under that cardigan? That’s a sin."

"They're so heavy," Rachel breathed. She sounded aroused, but that couldn’t be right; I knew she liked boys. She began to knead the flesh of my right breast, her fingers digging in just enough to make me arch my back.

Their thumbs moved inward simultaneously, circling the wide, rose-colored areolas that were already puckered and tight from the cool air. When they finally flicked over the tips of my nipples, a bolt of pure electricity shot straight down between my legs.

"Mmm... ahhh," I moaned, my head falling back.

The sensation was overwhelming. The pleasure was so intense that I felt like I was melting. My pussy was already soaking, the cotton of my panties clinging to my slick skin. Then, they leaned in.

Skye dipped her head first, her warm breath ghosting over my skin before her tongue flicked out, swirling around my left nipple. At the same time, Rachel’s mouth found the right one, her lips closing over the sensitive peak and drawing it deep into the wet heat of her mouth.

I let out a loud cry of pleasure. Skye’s hand was still firmly groping and lifting my breast while she used her teeth to gently tug on the nipple. Rachel was more frantic, her tongue lashing against me as she let out tiny, muffled moans of her own.

"You like that, roomie?" Skye murmured against my skin, her voice vibrating through my chest.

“God… yes…” I breathed.

Every lick and every squeeze was sending me closer to the edge. My vision was blurring behind my glasses, and my breath was coming in short, desperate flurries. I was so sensitive, so incredibly turned on, that I felt a familiar, pulsing pressure building at my core. I felt like I was on the verge of a screaming climax already.

I was a mess. The friction of their hands, the wet heat of their mouths, and the looming thought of the boys arriving had pushed me past the point of no return. I felt a desperate, clawing hunger between my thighs that my brain couldn't ignore for another second.

Without thinking, my hand flew down. I didn't care that they were watching. I hiked up the hem of my gray skirt, my fingers trembling as they dived beneath the fabric. I found the center of my panties, the cotton already soaked through.

"Oh... oh God!" I cried out, my voice cracking.

I didn't even have to move my fingers. The mere touch, combined with the heavy weight of Skye and Rachel’s mouths on my breasts, was enough. The second my fingers pressed against my swollen clit through the thin layer of fabric, I came hard.

I arched my back so violently my heels left the floor, my fingers digging into my own mound as a massive, violent orgasm ripped through me. Waves of white-hot pleasure crashed over me, one after another, so intense that I practically screamed. Skye and Rachel caught me, their arms wrapping around my waist and shoulders.

Finally, I slumped against them, my breasts heaving and still glistening with their spit.

"Good girl," Skye whispered into my ear. She reached down and patted my hand, which was still pressed firmly between my legs. “That’s a great start to the afternoon.”

I didn’t know what to say. I was still trembling, the aftershocks of that sudden, violent climax making my legs feel like jelly.


Chapter Five




Ireached for my brown tank top, but my hands were shaking too much to get it the right way round. Rachel took it from me, her eyes lingering on my heavy, damp breasts for one last second before she expertly guided the stretchy fabric over my head.

As the ribbed material snapped into place, I gasped. Without the bra, the transformation was staggering. The thin, brown ribbing clung to every curve, the weight of my breasts pulling the fabric taut. My nipples stood out in sharp, unmistakable relief against the cloth.

"Oh, yes," Rachel breathed. "The way they bounce when you breathe. That’s the look.”

"Now, about this," Skye said, reaching down and pinching the fabric of my sensible, knee-length gray skirt with two fingers, her expression one of pure distaste. "This looks like something my grandmother would wear to a funeral. It’s gotta go."

"I have just the thing," Rachel chirped. She dashed over to her dresser and pulled out a tiny denim mini-skirt that looked like it would barely cover a textbook. "Try this on."

I bit my lip, my face still flushed. I reached down and unzipped my gray skirt, letting it pool around my ankles. I stepped out of it, standing there in my sensible, high-waisted white cotton panties, the ones my mom bought me in packs of five.

"No, no, no!" Skye cried out, throwing her hands up in the air as if she’d just witnessed a crime. "What in the name of all that is holy are those?"

Rachel let out a horrified giggle. "Lizzy, honey, we are trying to get you laid, not send you to a convent."

"They're comfortable!" I protested.

"Comfortable doesn't get dick, honey,” said Rachel, reaching into her top drawer and pulling out a scrap of dark, emerald-green lace. It was a thong, so small it looked like it was made of three pieces of string. "Put these on. Right now." She gave them a sniff. “I think they’re clean.”

"I... I’ve never worn anything like that before," I stammered, staring at the tiny garment.

"Let me help," Skye said, stepping closer and dropping to her knees in front of me. She reached out and hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband, slowly sliding them down my hips. As the fabric cleared my thighs, Skye let out a sharp, appreciative whistle.

"Oh, Rach. Look at this." She held up the damp cotton, pointing out the heavy, translucent stain that had soaked through the center. "You’ve practically drowned these things; we need to put these straight in the trash."

But then her eyes traveled back to me, and both she and Rachel went momentarily silent. They stared between my pale thighs at my thick, lush, triangular bush of vibrant ginger hair. It was wild and untamed, a deep, fiery red.

"A natural redhead," Rachel breathed, dropping to her knees beside Skye to get a closer look. "It’s beautiful. It’s so... thick. Like silk."

Skye reached out, her fingers gently parting the matted, ginger curls. Because I had just come so hard, my pussy was still reacting, the labia swollen and a deep pink. The moisture from my climax had clumped the hair around my slit, making it glisten under the dorm lights.

"Look how swollen she is," Skye murmured, her thumb grazing the very top of my hood. "Those lips are so heavy, honey. They’re practically begging for attention. And the smell... god, you smell like a dream."

I let out a shaky moan, my hands flying to my head as I arched my back and parted my legs instinctively. I felt completely exposed, my heavy, braless breasts swaying with my frantic breathing, and my most private parts being critiqued like a masterpiece.

“God, that’s beautiful. I wonder how she tastes,” whispered Rachel. She leaned forward, her dark hair brushing against my inner thigh, and pressed her face into my ginger bush.

I cried out as her tongue darted out, lapping at the moisture matted into the hair. It was a sharp, focused heat that sent a fresh jolt of electricity through my body. Then Skye joined in, her larger, warmer mouth claiming the other side. They took turns, one of them lapping at my swollen labia while the other used her fingers to spread me wide, exposing the hard, swollen bud of my clit. I moaned with pleasure.

"So sensitive," Skye groaned against my skin. She took my clit between her lips and gave it a firm suck. The combination of their attention was too much. Between the weight of my breasts bouncing with my gasps and the incredible, wet friction between my legs, I felt the pressure building again, even faster and harder than before.

Rachel’s tongue flicked rapidly over my opening, licking my arousal, while Skye stayed locked on my clit.

"I'm... I'm going to come again!" I gasped, my fingers digging into their shoulders.

I collapsed into them as a second, even more violent orgasm rushed through me. I was a shaking, sobbing mess of ginger hair, completely undone by my roommates. My thighs shook, and I collapsed back onto the bed, shaking. I couldn’t move.

Both girls wiped their mouths with the back of their hands.

“I think you’ll have to help her, Rach,” smirked Skye.

Rachel slipped the thong over my ankles and then tugged it up my legs to my thighs. “Lift your ass a bit,” she grinned. I lifted my ass up, and she slipped the thong up over my mound. The front didn’t even cover my mass of ginger pubes, and the string at the back disappeared up my butt crack.

"Oh, wow," Rachel whispered, leaning back to admire the view. "It’s like a little ginger forest peeking out from under that green silk. It’s incredibly hot, Lizzy."

I was still limp, my muscles twitching with the fading electricity of that second climax. My skin felt flushed and sensitive.

"Come on, sugar, the boys will be here soon," Skye said. She grabbed the tiny denim mini-skirt and shimmied it up my legs while I was still half-dazed.

As I stood up, the denim felt dangerously short. It barely skimmed the tops of my thighs, and because the thong was so minimal, I felt almost entirely naked underneath. Every time I shifted my weight, I could feel the cool air hitting my skin and the friction of the thong against my sensitive, swollen clit.

Skye stepped behind me and grabbed my waist, spinning me toward the full-length mirror on the back of the door. "Take a look at yourself, Roomie."

I gasped. The girl in the mirror wasn't the girl who had walked in with a rucksack full of biology texts. My ginger hair was a wild, voluminous mane around my shoulders. The brown ribbed tank top was stretched to its limit by my heavy, braless breasts, the outline of my nipples clearly visible and straining against the fabric. The denim skirt was so short it was a miracle it covered anything at all, showing off miles of pale, shimmering leg.

"You look like a goddess," Skye purred, tucking a stray lock of my hair behind my ear.

“You look amazing, Lizzy,” said Rachel, genuinely.

Skye smirked. “You’re ready for our guests. But I think there’s one thing you should practice first.”


Chapter Six




Skye walked to her dresser and opened the top drawer. She pulled out a big, black dildo and made it wobble alarmingly. Then she came and sat next to me on the bed.

“Have you ever sucked a cock?” she asked.

I looked shocked. “What? No… of course not.”

“Then I think you should practice with this.” Skye gripped the base of the dildo. “First the foreplay.”

She ran her tongue slowly from the base to the tip, swirling it around the head before licking all the way back down the shaft with long, wet strokes. "Boys love the tongue, Liz. Make sure you get the whole length and the balls.”

I nodded, trying to ignore the aching heat between my legs.

"Now the main event. It’s all about the breath, sugar," she whispered, her eyes locked onto mine. "And relaxing your throat.”

Skye opened her mouth wide and slid the thick head of the toy past her lips. I watched, mesmerized and slightly terrified, as she took the entire length in one smooth motion. Her throat bobbed, and her eyes fluttered shut as she demonstrated a deep, rhythmic suction. When she finally pulled it out with a wet, popping sound, a thin string of saliva trailed from the tip to her glossy lips.

"Your turn," she said, handing the heavy weight of the toy to me.

My hands were still trembling as I took it. Rachel leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. "Go on, Lizzy.”

I mimicked Skye, opening my mouth and tentatively touching the tip of the dildo with my tongue. I ran it up and down the length, imagining it was a real cock. And then I slid it into my mouth, my heart hammering. At first, I gagged slightly, the sheer size of it overwhelming me, but Skye placed a steadying hand on the back of my neck.

"Slow down. Just breathe through your nose," she encouraged.

I focused, relaxing my jaw and letting the toy slide deeper. I started to find a rhythm, bobbing my head back and forth just like I’d seen Skye do with the boy the night before. I was surprisingly good at it and didn’t gag at all.

“That’s it,” encouraged Skye. “The deeper you go, the more they’ll love it. That’s it. The more spit, the better.”

I didn't realize how much I was drooling. Thick, clear ropes of spit began to run down the length of the dildo and drip onto my chest. The brown, stretchy ribbing of my tank top began to darken as the moisture soaked in, the fabric turning a deep chocolate color.

"Look at that," Rachel whispered, reaching out to touch the wet patch on my shirt and give my tits a squeeze. "You're a natural, Liz. You're making a beautiful mess of yourself."

I finally pulled back, gasping for air, my lips glistening and my chest soaked.

There was a knock on the door that made me jump out of my skin. Panicking, I hid the dildo under the pillow.

But Skye just laughed. “Come in!” she called.

Two tall men stepped into the small dorm room, both clearly athletes. I felt my breath catch as their eyes met mine.

Rachel leapt off the bed to greet them. “Boys!” she purred. “Thanks for coming. This is our new roomie, Liz.” She gestured to me, where I was cowering on the bed.

Kyle’s eyes landed on me first. He was striking, his mixed-race features handsome, topped with a head of short, neat dreadlocks. He was wearing a heavy ice hockey jersey that looked like it was struggling to contain his broad chest and muscular arms. Next to him was Dan, a white guy with a square jaw and short-cropped blonde hair, looking equally buff in his team gear and loose-fitting tracksuit pants that hung low on his hips.

“Hey, new roomie,” Kyle said, his voice deep and sexy. I almost melted. No boy like this had ever looked twice at me before. Then he winked at Skye, who was next to me on the bed. “Skye,” he said in greeting.

Skye blew him an air kiss.

I suddenly realised that my hair was a mess, my lips were swollen and glistening, and the center of my brown ribbed top was a dark, sodden mess of my own saliva. I started turning red. Dan stepped forward and shook my hand.

“Hello, Liz,” He said, his voice even deeper than Kyle’s. “Skye didn't mention they were moving a goddess into 302.” His eyes raked over my pale, bare legs, the tiny denim skirt that sat high up my thighs, and then my enormous breasts. "Nice to meet you,"

I clutched the edge of the mattress, my heart hammering against my ribs and my pussy physically aching between my thighs.

"Liz was just... practicing," Skye said with a wicked smirk, pulling out the toy from under the pillow and waving it around. "She’s a very dedicated student. Now, boys, you know I don’t allow hockey shirts in my room."

Dan and Kyle laughed, and both tugged their shirts off over their heads. Seeing them bare-chested made me gasp. Both boys were absolute statues of lean, functional muscle. Kyle’s skin was smooth and dark, his chest broad and defined with thick slabs of muscle that met in a deep, shadowed valley in the center.

When he moved to toss his shirt aside, the muscles in his shoulders and arms coiled like snakes. His abs were a perfect, symmetrical six-pack that disappeared into the low-slung waistband of his trackpants, framed by those "V" lines that pointed straight to his bulging crotch.

Dan was just as intimidating. He was paler, his skin dusted with light hair that trailed down from his chest to his navel. His muscles were dense and hard. My knees actually trembled, and I had to grab the edge of the bed to keep from sliding onto the floor.

"See something you like, Lizzy?" laughed Rachel.

Kyle dropped down into one of the desk chairs, leaning back and making himself at home. Rachel sat down on his lap, throwing an arm around his shoulders. Dan was still standing right in front of me as I sat on the bed, his crotch at my head height. I could make out the curve of his soft cock in his gray pants.

Skye reached out, her manicured fingers grazing the gray fabric of Dan's bulge. She began to trace the long, thick ridge. "I think you should help him get hard,” she purred. “Then your lesson can really begin.”


Chapter Seven




The fabric of Dan’s pants was already beginning to tent outward. Before I could even process the sight, Skye turned back to me. She grabbed my face with both hands and pulled me into a deep, hungry kiss. It was sloppy, over my lips as much as my mouth, making me wet. As she kissed me, her hands slid down to my chest. She squeezed my huge, unburdened breasts through the damp brown ribbing, her thumbs flicking over my nipples.

"Oh, god," I whimpered into her mouth.

“Doesn’t she have great tits?” Skye said, pulling away for a second before kissing me even harder.

When we finally came up for air, Dan was breathing heavily. His pants were now fully tented, the massive, throbbing shape of his cock pointing straight at my forehead. It must have been huge to stretch them out so much. Kyle and Rachel were watching us from the desk chair, but Kyle’s hands were up inside Rachel’s top, squeezing her tits.

“Okay, it’s time to put your training into practice,” Skye grinned.

She dragged me down onto my knees on the rug, right in front of Dan. Then she reached out and gripped the elastic waistband of his gray tracksuit pants. With one swift, downward tug, she sent them and his boxers pooling around his ankles. I gasped, my eyes going wide behind my glasses.

It was massive. Thick, heavy, and pulsing with a life of its own, it stood at a ninety-degree angle, right at my face. I had no idea they actually came that big in real life. I reached out tentatively and stroked the shaft with the end of my fingers. The skin was incredibly soft, but I could tell it was rock-hard underneath.

“Go on, honey,” Skye purred. She reached around and gathered my wild ginger hair into a fist, gently pulling it back to keep it out of my face. "Don't be shy, sugar. Show him that tongue."

With my heart hammering in my chest, I leaned forward. I started just like I’d practiced, flicking the very tip of my tongue over the sensitive underside of the head. I let out a soft moan and began to lick upward, running my tongue along the length of the shaft. The skin was like velvet, surprisingly smooth, but the heat radiating from it was intense.

"That's it... " Dan breathed, his hands coming down to rest on my shoulders.

After licking up and down the length a few times, and remembering to lick his heavy balls, I moved back to the head. I opened my lips and took it into my mouth. It was so much larger than the toy; it stretched my jaw, filling every bit of space. I began to bob my head, my lips forming a tight seal as I sucked. The sensation of his hardness sliding against my tongue and the roof of my mouth was driving me wild. I took it deeper and felt the throbbing of his pulse fill my mouth.

"Good girl," Skye cooed, watching with hungry eyes. "Look at her, Kyle. Our little virgin is a pro."

I was lost in it now. I focused on the way Dan was groaning above me, the way my own spit was lubricating the friction and dripping down my chin. The weight of his cock felt immense as I tried to take more of it right to the back of my throat.

Skye was right there with me, holding my hair back. Her other hand cupped Dan’s balls and squeezed gently, massaging them and making him groan even more. My lips were three-quarters of the way down his shaft, the head of his cock buried in my throat as I worked it deeper.

“How’s it feeling, Dan?” Skye whispered. “I’m so proud right now.”

“So fucking good,” Dan grunted above me.

“That’s it, honey, take it all,” Skye purred in my ear. Her hand holding my hair pushed gently, and suddenly I had the whole thing in my mouth, my lips pressing up against his body. The shock of it finally made me gag, and I pulled back, saliva covering his cock and dripping down onto my tits.

I panted hard, looking at his massive cock and wondering how I’d ever gotten it all in my mouth. Skye licked up and down the shaft, cleaning up my spit. Then she kissed me, letting it overflow her mouth and run down my chin, soaking my vest top even more. Skye gave me a filthy grin and then lifted my top up, letting my heavy breasts drop down. My nipples tightened, another rush of arousal coursing through my body now that everyone could see my tits.

I was vaguely aware that Rachel was squirming on Kyle’s lap as they watched us. He had one hand up her top and the other between her legs. Her panties were pulled to the side, and he had two fingers buried deep in her smooth, shaved pussy.

I wrapped a hand around Dan’s thick shaft and licked him some more. Skye slid down lower on the rug, giving my nipples a suck and then continuing down until she was lying flat on the floor between my legs.

“Wait until you see this pussy,” she said, smirking up at Dan.


Chapter Eight




Skye hooked her thumbs into the emerald lace of my thong. She made quick work of it, sliding the tiny scrap of fabric down my legs until my lush ginger bush was fully exposed to the room. I felt the cool air hit my wet, swollen labia, but it was quickly replaced by the heat of Skye’s mouth. She buried her face in me, her tongue broad and heavy as she began to lap at my arousal with a rhythmic, slurping intensity.

The sensation of sucking Dan’s cock while being eaten out by Skye was more than my brain could process. I leaned forward, taking Dan back into my mouth, my saliva slicking his cock as I matched Skye’s pace below.

"Move over, there’s room for two," Rachel giggled. She slid off Kyle’s lap and knelt beside me on the rug. She didn't hesitate, leaning in to claim the other side of Dan’s shaft. With both of us working on him, Dan’s head fell back, and more low groans vibrated through his entire body. Our tongues kept meeting with his cock in between. It was the hottest thing I could imagine.

Meanwhile, Kyle knelt behind Skye as she lay face down on the rug between my thighs. He tugged down her little shorts and panties in one go, exposing the dark skin of her bottom.

I watched over Dan’s pulsing cock as Kyle’s large hands claimed Skye’s round ass. He spread her cheeks wide, exposing the deep, dark line of her pussy and the darker skin around her asshole. He leaned and buried two fingers deep into her soaking pussy from behind. Skye let out a muffled shriek against my inner thigh, but she didn't stop licking me; if anything, she got more frantic.

Kyle squeezed her ass cheeks, spreading her even wider. “Mmm,” he groaned. “Look at that tight little asshole. You never did give it up for me.”

He licked a thumb and pressed it firmly against the tight, puckered circle of her rear entrance. With a slow, steady pressure, he slid it inside. Skye’s body went rigid. She pulled her face away from my pussy for a split second, her eyes wide and rolling back.

"Oh my God... his thumb’s in my ass!" she gasped, looking up at me, her voice a mix of shock and pure pleasure.

She immediately dived back into my ginger bush, her tongue lashing my clit with a new, desperate energy as Kyle began to work his fingers in and out of her. The room was filled with wet sounds as Rachel and I sucked Dan’s cock, Skye licked me out, and Kyle fingered Skye’s pussy and ass. I felt my own climax building again, fast and unstoppable.

Suddenly, my hand clenched around the base of Dan’s cock, and I came hard, going light-headed as waves of pleasure rushed through me. Skye licked me through it, guided by the sensation of Kyle’s fingers stretching her. She let out one final, muffled cry against my bush before her own body went rigid. She shuddered violently, her face buried in my ginger hair as she followed me into a crashing orgasm.

Kyle withdrew his fingers with a wet, suctioning sound and stood up, his muscles rippling. He moved to stand shoulder-to-shoulder with Dan, two towering pillars of muscle.

He reached down and freed his own cock from his trackpants. It was just as impressive as Dan’s; darker, thick-veined, not quite as long, but it looked harder and curved slightly downward.

Skye scrambled up from the rug, her eyes wild and her skin glowing with sweat. She grabbed my hand and Rachel’s, pulling us both toward the two boys. "Come on, girls. A full house."

The three of us knelt before them. Rachel took Dan, I moved to Kyle, and Skye positioned herself right in the center. With a wicked grin, Skye reached out and grabbed both of their shafts, her hands looking small against the massive shafts. She pulled them together, clamping their cocks against one another so they rubbed together.

"Lick them both," Skye commanded.

I leaned in, my tongue flicking around both shafts and feeling them twitch. Rachel did the same from the other side, our tongues occasionally touching. Skye worked the middle, her tongue darting between the two sliding cocks, lapping up the spit that covered them. The boys thrust their hips slightly, making their cocks rub together as Skye’s hands wrapped around them.

Then, something happened that made my brain completely short-circuit.

As they looked down at us, Dan and Kyle reached for each other. They grabbed each other's shoulders, their firm chests pressing together, and then they crashed their mouths together in a deep, hungry kiss.

Seeing these two hyper-masculine hockey players, their abs rippling and their cocks locked together in our mouths, suddenly sharing a passionate, tongue-filled kiss was the most intensely erotic thing I had ever witnessed.

"Oh, God," I moaned against their shafts, the sight sending a fresh, hot flood of arousal straight to my pussy. “I think I need to be fucked.”


Chapter Nine




Skye and Rachel grabbed my arms and hauled me back onto my bed. They laid me across the mattress, so my ass was perched right at the edge, my legs dangling.

Then, each girl took a side. Rachel grabbed my left ankle and Skye my right, pinning my knees back toward my shoulders. The position was incredibly vulnerable; I was pinned wide open, my lush ginger bush front and center. My labia were flushed, deep pink, and swollen, with sticky white arousal pooling in the entrance of my gaping pussy. They could all see inside my cunt, but it only turned me on even more.

Dan stepped forward, his massive cock swaying with every step. He stood right between my spread legs, looking down at the mess I’d become. He reached out and brushed a hand over my ginger hair, his fingers lingering on the soft, matted curls that were damp and matted with arousal.

"God, look at that," Dan rumbled, glancing at Skye and Rachel. "You girls have gorgeous pussies, but this? This full bush is incredible. It’s so soft. You two should definitely think about growing yours back out. It’s fucking classic."

I was panting, my eyes locked on him as he gripped his own shaft. His cock looked impossibly big as he stood between my thighs.

Kyle moved next to him. “Fuck,” he said in admiration. Then he wrapped his big hand around Dan’s shaft and gave him a few hard strokes.

"You ready, Liz?" he asked.

I couldn't speak; I just nodded frantically. Kyle guided Dan’s cock to my pussy, nestling the tip between my folds. Then Dan leaned his weight forward, and I felt the blunt, hot head of his cock begin to part my lips. As he pushed, my walls stretched to their absolute limit, the friction of his skin against my hypersensitive interior making my toes curl. I let out a loud moan of pleasure as he slid deeper, burying himself inside me until his pubic bone pressed against mine. The pressure was intense, making me feel impossibly full.

Dan began to fuck me. Long, firm strokes, all the way out, and then so deep it made me cry out. Each time he buried himself inside me, I felt my internal walls stretch around his thick shaft, sending waves of pleasure through me. Kyle grabbed Dan’s face and kissed him, but it didn’t slow Dan down from taking me hard.

On either side, Skye and Rachel had their hands all over me. Rachel’s fingers were busy kneading my left breast, pulling and squeezing the heavy, pale mound while she licked a path from my collarbone to my jaw. Skye was on my right, her thumb circling my nipple with a firm pressure that made me arch my back into the mattress.

"You're taking it so well, Lizzy," Rachel whispered against my lips before diving back in for a deep, tongue-filled kiss.

I was lost in a haze of sensation, feeling the friction of Dan’s cock, the weight of my breasts in their hands, and the constant wetness of their mouths. Dan settled into a steady rhythm, fucking me hard and watching his cock disappear into my tight, wet cunt.

Then Skye pulled away. She climbed onto the bed, kneeling right next to me and hanging her ass off the edge of the bed.

"Kyle! Get over here," she commanded.

He positioned himself behind her and then slid his thick, curved cock deep into her pussy. The bed began to shake violently under the combined motion of both guys fucking us. Right next to my face, I could see Skye’s huge, pendulous breasts swaying wildly with every one of Kyle’s hard thrusts. They were beautiful, swinging in time with the rhythmic slap of skin hitting skin.

Skye was letting out a wild cry every time he slammed into her, but even as she was being hammered from behind, she reached out for me. She leaned her upper body over toward my face, her breasts brushing against mine as she locked her mouth onto my lips.

The kiss was frantic. I was being fucked senseless by Dan, while inches away, Skye was being taken just as hard by Kyle. Before I knew what was happening, I was coming again, my pussy clenching tight around Dan’s shaft as waves of pleasure washed over me. My eyes rolled up in my head, and I let out a long moan of ecstasy.

“Switch?” Kyle grunted.


Chapter Ten




The boys pulled out and swapped places. The thought of having a different dick so soon made me ache with more arousal.

“Turn over,” Kyle growled.

I switched to my hands and knees, lined up next to Skye. Kyle slid deep into me from behind. His cock was not quite as big, but it felt thicker, and the downward curve rubbed a delicious friction right over my G-spot.

“Oh my God,” I gasped. He started fucking me, his fingers digging into my hips. The pressure was intense, and I felt it building quickly within me. I realized that in this position, he had a perfect view of my spread asshole, which no one had ever had before. The thought almost made me come right then.

They continued to fuck Skye and me side by side, our breasts bouncing. Rachel stood next to us, stroking my ass and occasionally kissing one of the boys.

“So, you remember our deal, Skye?” Dan said, slightly out of breath as he slammed into her. “You said if we came and took your friend’s V-card, you’d let me hit your ass.”

Skye sat up on her knees, leaning back into him and kissing him over her shoulder. “A deal’s a deal.”

Dan smirked. Kyle paused fucking me, his cock still throbbing in my cunt, and we both watched the others. Dan pulled his cock out of her pussy. It was soaked in her release, thick and white. He scooped some more out of her opening and smeared it over the tip of his cock. Then he placed the head against her tight-looking puckered asshole.

He applied a little pressure. As soon as she started to open up, he thrust hard inside her, making her scream.

“Jesus Christ, you’re so fucking big in my ass,” she moaned.

“And you’re so fucking tight,” he growled, bottoming out.

Then he pulled nearly all the way out and slammed back in again. She looked like she could hardly breathe, her eyes rolling up in her head. As he started to fuck her ass hard, she let out a loud “Yes” with every firm thrust.

I was too far gone to be shy anymore. I looked back at Kyle. “You want to do that to me?” I whispered.

“You sure, babe?” he asked. I could still feel his cock deep inside me, gently thrusting and massaging my inner walls.

“Do it. Fuck me in the ass.”

Kyle turned to Rachel. “Got any lube?”

She hurried to grab some from her dresser. Kyle spread it on his fingers and rubbed it around my tight rear entrance. I held my breath as I felt his large, slicked fingers press against my most private area. The contrast was startling; my pussy was still throbbing around his cock, but the sudden, firm pressure at my rear entrance sent a different kind of shock through my nervous system.

"Relax for me, Lizzy," Kyle grunted, pressing more firmly. I could feel myself start to relax and open up. Next to us, Skye was coming completely undone, thrashing about on the bed as she climaxed.

Kyle pushed his finger deep into my ass, and a wave of pleasure spread out through my whole body.

“You’re ready,” he said.

He pulled out of my pussy and guided the thick, blunt head of his cock against the tight ring of my ass. As he began to push, I let out a strangled, high-pitched gasp that was caught by Rachel, who leaned in to kiss me, her tongue muffling my cry. The sensation was utterly overwhelming, a massive fullness that felt like he was claiming every inch of me.

"God, your little virgin ass is so tight," Kyle groaned, working his cock deeper inside me with every gentle thrust. I was stretched to the absolute limit as I felt his thick shaft filling me completely.

Next to me, Skye was still wailing in ecstasy, face down on the bed now as Dan hammered into her, the bed frame groaning under the weight of the four of us.

Kyle began to fuck me properly in the ass. The first few shallow thrusts made me whimper, my fingers digging into the mattress. But as he found a rhythm, pulling nearly all the way out before slamming back in, the discomfort vanished, replaced by an intense pleasure that I never knew existed. Every time he bottomed out, it felt like he was reaching deep into my core.

"Yes! Oh, God, Kyle, yes!" I shrieked, my heavy, freckled breasts swinging violently with the force of his thrusts.

It didn’t take long before the pressure built to an unbearable level. Suddenly, I came, but at the same time, I felt myself release in a way I never had before. I squirted, gushing clear liquid that sprayed from my pussy and ran down my thighs, soaking the bed.

“Oh my God, she’s a squirter,” laughed Rachel in delight. She was behind Kyle, watching closely as he penetrated my ass. Now she reached out, pushing two fingers into my pussy. I squirted again, and she let it run down her arm, groaning like it was the hottest thing she had ever seen.

Skye and I collapsed onto the bed, wet with sweat and squirt, shaking with post-orgasmic shocks. The boys laughed at how fucked we were, their dicks still rock-hard and covered in our release.

“You know what the ultimate way to lose your virginity is?” said Rachel.

“Wh… what?” I gasped.

“Taking two dicks at the same time.”


Chapter Eleven




The words had barely left Rachel’s mouth before the boys were moving.

"On your back, Dan," Kyle commanded.

Dan slid into the center of the bed, his muscular chest heaving, his thick cock standing straight up. Skye and Rachel grabbed my shaking arms, guiding me until I was straddling him. My knees felt weak, and the sensation of my wet pussy sliding over his shaft made me gasp.

."Ride him, Liz," Skye whispered, her hands on my hips.

I lowered myself down, letting out a long, shuddering moan as Dan’s massive shaft disappeared back into my aching pussy. I began to bounce, my heavy, freckled breasts swaying and jiggling with every thrust. I felt like a wild thing, my hair flying, my glasses sliding down my nose.

Kyle knelt behind me, his broad chest pressing against my back. His skin was hot and coated with sweat. I felt the blunt pressure of his cock at my rear entrance. With a firm, steady shove, he slid inside.

"Oh... oh my God!" I shrieked, my back arching.

The sensation of being double penetrated was a sensory explosion. I was pinned between them, two massive, rock-hard athletes filling me completely from both sides. There was no room left inside me as their cocks stretched me open and rubbed against each other through my thin walls.

Then, the hottest thing of the night happened.

As I was stretched to my absolute limit, Kyle leaned over my shoulder, his dreadlocks brushing my cheek. He reached down and grabbed Dan’s face, and the two of them locked lips in a deep, aggressive kiss next to my face. The sight of those two powerful men kissing while they shared my body… no… owned my body… was the final straw.

My internal muscles clamped down on both of them in a frantic, rhythmic pulsing. "I'm... I'm coming!" I screamed unnecessarily.

The climax hit me hard. A massive, violent surge of electricity ripped through my body, and I felt my pussy let go in a spectacular, uncontrolled gush. I squirted again, the clear liquid spraying across Dan’s stomach as my world turned black. I’m pretty sure I passed out for a second as my brain completely reset.

Dan let out a low roar from beneath me. He gripped my waist so hard his knuckles turned white, pulling my hips down onto his lap. I felt a sudden surge of heat deep inside my pussy, a thick, pulsing flood that seemed to go on forever as he emptied himself into me. My cunt contracted around him, milking every last drop.

Seconds later, Kyle followed. He let out a groan, his fingers digging into my hips as he delivered three final, devastating thrusts into my ass. I felt his own hot, heavy release jetting deep inside me, the internal pressure making my head swim all over again.

The two of them stayed locked inside me for a long minute, their hearts hammering against my skin. I was a complete wreck, draped over Dan’s chest with my ginger hair plastered to my forehead and my heavy breasts still quivering.

Skye and Rachel stroked me gently, like proud tutors.

"Look at that," Rachel whispered, reaching out to trace the white streak running down my inner thigh. “No longer a virgin.”

“You’re a proud slut, now,” laughed Skye. “Welcome to the club.”

“Mmm…” I groaned, unable to speak.

The guys gently pulled out, their cocks already softening. Floods of cum followed, sticking to my thighs as I collapsed onto the bed, completely fucked.

I tried to say something. “Mmmnn”

Kyle let out a low, satisfied laugh, reaching out to lazily stroke my bare, trembling breast. "I think we broke her.”

He wasn't far off. I was staring at the ceiling, my chest still heaving, my heavy breasts coated with sweat and spread to the sides. I felt hands between my legs, followed quickly by the warm flick of a tongue. I looked down, my head heavy and swimming, to see Skye licking the cum from my pussy. Behind me, Rachel spread my ass cheeks as her tongue circled my asshole.

I let out a shaky breath as their tongues began to lap at me, swirling around my messy holes to catch the thick, white overflow. It felt incredible, the soft, wet friction of their tongues soothing the ache that the men’s massive cocks had left behind.

"There," Skye finally said, pulling back and wiping her glistening lips with the back of her hand. She moved up the bed to lie next to me and put her arms around me. "You did so good, sugar," she murmured, her dark eyes full of affection as she tucked a damp lock of ginger hair behind my ear. “Best roomie ever.”

“Hey!” giggled Rachel.

"I... I think I need a shower," I finally managed to croak out.

"Oh, we're all going," Rachel giggled, glancing at the boys. "The communal showers will be empty at this time. And I think Dan and Kyle might be hard again in a few minutes. Get your towel.”

THE END
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