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Finishing School For Sluts


Explicit and Fun Erotic Novella



Chapter One




Georgina looked out of the car window, watching the droplets of rain stream down them as the Rolls-Royce glided through the bleak Devonshire countryside. Alone in the back, the only sound was the noise of the raindrops on the roof and the swish of the windscreen wipers.

She was still fuming at her parents for sending her to this ridiculous finishing school. It was 1996, and the country was all about the Spice Girls and Girl Power. But Georgina didn’t have any power. She was nineteen, but might as well have been nine. Until she reached her twenty-first birthday, she had to do exactly what her parents told her, or she would never gain access to her trust fund.

She sighed in frustration as the car turned off the country lane and through the gates to the school. A wrought iron sign over the gates read “St Valentina's Finishing School for Ladies.” The driveway was long, winding up a hillside with fields of sheep on either side.

Georgina pulled a small mirror from her Louis Vuitton monogrammed handbag and checked her hair and makeup. Her lips, painted the perfect shade of soft pink, could do with a touch more lip gloss, she thought. Her flowing ginger locks, sleek and shiny, flowed down effortlessly over her shoulders, glowing in the dim light of the car. Her bright blue eyes, sharp and intelligent, stared back at her, checking for any hint of imperfection, before she tucked the mirror back into her bag with a graceful flick of her wrist.

Eventually, the house itself came into view. Once a large stately home, it had been converted into a school and extended with a series of ugly outbuildings. Still, the main building was very impressive with its princess towers in each corner and grand stone steps leading up to the entrance. Almost as impressive as her parents’ family home in Shropshire. Not that they spent much time there. She’d left them on their yacht, moored up at the most exclusive marina in Monaco.

And Georgina should have been there in Monaco too, enjoying the heady mix of rich French and Italian men who fought each other to take her out for dinner and pleasure her in their beds. Except that her parents had come back to the yacht early one evening and caught her in bed with the captain. That in itself might have been excusable; it would hardly have been the first time they’d caught her in a compromising situation with an older man. No, the problem was that the first mate and the head chef had been in bed with them, too.

Although Georgina half suspected that the real source of her mother’s anger was that she was also having an affair with the captain and had been overcome with jealousy. Either way, it had all resulted in the most frightful argument, and here she was, shipped back to rainy England to attend a finishing school for ladies.

And how long would it be until Georgina could enjoy the warm embrace of a lover again? There were unlikely to be any desirable men in this desolate, out-of-the-way place. At least she’d had one final fling on the flight over. The young man next to her in first class had turned out to be the son of an earl, and they soon discovered they had some chums in common.

They’d got on rather well, sharing a bottle of champagne before spending the last thirty minutes of the flight fucking enthusiastically in the toilets. He’d come in her twice, and was still going strong when the air hostess had banged on the door telling them it was time to land.

The car pulled to a halt, and the driver got out, opening the door and holding an umbrella above her head as Georgina climbed out. Her high heels crunched on the gravel as she walked up to the house, the driver following, sheltering her with one hand and carrying her suitcase with the other. They went up the steps and through the huge doors into the main atrium.

There was a small, mousey woman wearing a cardigan sitting behind an antique desk, who looked up as Georgina approached.

“Georgina Fitzwilliam,” she said, introducing herself. “I’m to enrol in the school.”

“One moment, please, miss,” the woman replied nervously, sounding almost embarrassed to be there. She picked up the phone on the desk and pressed a button.

The double oak doors to the left flew open with a bang, making the receptionist jump. A striking woman in a tweed trouser suit and riding boots strode in with the commanding air of someone who owned the place. In her fifties, her greying hair was pulled back into a severe bun, accentuating her sharp, hawk-like features. Her enormous bosom seemed to lead where the rest of her followed.

“Ah, Miss Fitzwilliam,” she boomed. “My office. Chop chop.” She indicated with the riding whip she was carrying, and then she strode back out the way she had come, expecting Georgina to follow.

Georgina glanced at the receptionist, who was trembling in her seat, and gave her a sympathetic shrug before following through the doors. She found herself in an office, three walls lined with books and the fourth adorned with oil paintings of stern-looking gentlemen and ladies, their piercing gazes seeming to follow her every move. The faint scent of old leather and polished wood filled the air, mingling with a trace of lavender.

The woman in the tweed suit was already lowering herself into a chair that was more like a throne, behind the desk. “Sit,” she barked at Georgina.

Georgina took a seat opposite, determined not to be cowed by the lady’s brusque manner.

“I am Miss Octavia Blackthorne, the headmistress.”

“Good afternoon, Miss Blackthorne,” replied Georgina, deciding it was best to stay on her good side.

“Now, let me make something clear to you, Miss Fitzwilliam,” the headmistress said, leaning over the desk and narrowing her eyes. “I have spoken to your parents, and you are here because you are a slut.”

Georgina felt the colour drain from her face. She wasn’t used to being spoken to like this. The headmistress continued. “That’s right; a dirty, filthy slut. Just like all the other girls who get sent here. You’re a sexual pervert who can’t control her urges. And my job is to turn you from a deviant into a lady. At this school, you will learn the skills required to become a respectable member of society. You will learn French and Latin, you will learn to ride, to sew, to play the piano and to make polite conversation. You will learn how to find a rich gentleman to marry, carry his children and run his household.”

“And if I want to get a job?” asked Georgina, suddenly feeling defiant.

The headmistress stood up, slamming her hands on the desk. “Ladies do not have jobs,” she said. Georgina resisted the urge to point out that Miss Blackthorne herself had a job. Instead, she met her eyes, looking at her calmly.

But Miss Blackthorne wasn’t finished. “While you are here, there will be no impure thoughts, no touching yourself and definitely no boys. Do you understand?”

Georgina nodded unhappily.

Miss Blackthorne reached under the desk and pulled out a pile of clothes, putting them in front of Georgina. “Your uniform,” she said. “You will wear this at all times while on the premises.” Georgina poked at the rough, grey material; it was nothing like the expensive Vivienne Westwood dress she was wearing.

“Miss Jones!” shouted the headmistress. The door creaked open, and the receptionist peered in nervously. “Show Miss Fitzwilliam to her dormitory.”

Georgina followed Miss Jones up the grand staircase, the small woman struggling with Georgina’s heavy suitcase. They continued down a long landing lined with portraits to another wing of the house, the floorboards creaking beneath their feet. Finally, they reached a door with the number eight on it.

“This is your room,” said Miss Jones in her quiet mousy voice, pushing open the door.

Inside, she found a large, if austere, bedroom. There were four single beds spaced around the room, three of which had young ladies in grey uniforms sitting on them. They all looked up as Georgina entered.

“I’ll leave you to get acquainted,” whispered Miss Jones, already shuffling backwards out the door. “Dinner is served in the dining room at six.”

As the door closed behind her, one of the young ladies leapt up to greet Georgina. She was beautiful, with long blonde hair and blue eyes. “A new roomie,” she squealed with glee, rushing over to kiss Georgina on both cheeks. “What’s your name?”

“Georgina Fitzwilliam,” she said, “But my pals call me Ginger.”

“I can see why,” said the girl, reaching out to stroke Georgina’s fiery red hair.

Amanda stepped back and gestured to the girl sitting on the bed closest to the window. “This is Phillipa, her mother is a Duchess,” Amanda said. Phillipa gave a slight wave. She was a large girl, with strong, horsey features, prominent teeth and the most enormous pair of tits that looked ready to burst out of her regulation grey uniform.

Phillipa eyed Georgina up and down like she was appraising a new filly. “Lovely to meet you,” she said, her voice posh and confident. She flicked her hair back and turned to Amanda. “Ginger here looks like she might be more fun than you.”

“Oh, piss off, Phillipa,” Amanda shot back, grinning. “Just because I won’t sleep with you. I doubt Georgina is a lesbian either.”

Amanda moved back, indicating the girl at the far end, who was sitting on her bed smoking a menthol cigarette. “And this is Princess Céline,” she announced with a dramatic flourish of her hand. She was a beautiful black girl, her dark skin shining in the light from the window. “Céline was sent here because her parents caught her in the barracks with half of her father’s guardsmen.”

“Princess?” said Georgina.

“That’s right,” Céline said with a soft French accent. “But just call me Céline. My father is the crown prince of a principality between France and Germany. He has twenty wives, but he likes my mother best. Naturally.”

“Naturally,” Amanda echoed, rolling her eyes behind Céline’s back.

“When I am crown princess,” Céline continued, ignoring her, “I shall have a harem of twenty men. One for every mood.”

Georgina blinked. “Right. Well, that’s… ambitious.”

“And why not?” Céline shrugged. “If men can do it, why shouldn’t we?”

Phillipa snorted. “Who needs men?”

“Here we go,” Amanda muttered under her breath, flopping onto her bed and stretching out dramatically.

“God, Amanda, you’re just jealous you’re not my type,” Phillipa fired back.

“Hardly,” Amanda said with a laugh. Turning to Georgina, she said, “Phillipa here used to live with her grandmother, who trains racehorses for the Queen. That is, until her grandmother discovered that she’d been riding the female servants instead of the horses.”

“Being a lesbian is an unnatural abomination,” Phillipa said in a mock grandmother's voice.

“And why are you here, Amanda?” asked Georgina.

“No idea,” she replied with a smirk. “I even have a fiancé.”

“Tell her what you did with your fiancé, though,” giggled Phillipa.

Amanda sighed, “He’s so good-looking that I felt mean keeping him to myself… so we had a pool party and I loaned him to four of my closest friends. Watched him fuck them all. Unfortunately, I forgot that we’d just had a security camera installed overlooking the swimming pool. My mother was not amused when she watched the footage.”

Georgina laughed, surveying her three new friends. “Well,” she said, “this should be… interesting.”

Dinner was a sociable affair. There were around thirty young ladies at the school, and they all sat at long tables as the servants brought them simple, but hearty food. However, there was no alcohol, and Georgina found herself missing the vintage wines she was accustomed to. Even more so, she was missing the presence of men; she hadn’t seen a single one since she arrived.

After dinner, the girls all moved to the drawing room, and one of the young ladies played some Mozart on the grand piano.

At nine o’clock, it was bedtime. Back in Monaco, Georgina wouldn’t even have started to get ready to go out for the evening until ten. But back in their bedroom, and changed into their regulation nighties, the girls of room eight had other ideas than sleep. Amanda reached under her pillow and pulled out a bottle of whiskey. She took a swig and passed it to Georgina.

“So, do you have a boyfriend?” Amanda asked her.

“Not really,” replied Georgina, sniffing the whiskey. It was cheap, but she took a swig anyway, her nose wrinkling prettily at the harsh taste. “I like to keep my options open.”

“My fiancé Hugo and I are getting married as soon as I get out of here,” confided Amanda, “But that won’t stop me enjoying the company of other men, if you know what I mean.”

“There must be some men around here somewhere,” said Georgina hopefully, feeling an immediate buzz from the whiskey and passing on the bottle to Céline.

Amanda shook her head sadly, “I haven’t found any yet, but they do let us out on field trips sometimes. That’s the only time I’ve managed to get laid since I got here. Hugo has promised to try to come and climb in through the window, but it hasn’t happened yet.”

“You should join me on the other team,” said Phillipa, taking her turn on the whiskey, “Plenty of hot and desperate serving girls.”

“And don’t you know it,” giggled Amanda.

“I’m just waiting for Miss Blackthorne to go to bed, and then I’m going to go find my new belle and ride her face,” smirked Phillipa. Georgina had a sudden vision of a helpless serving girl being asphyxiated by Phillipa’s large thighs.

“I’m so horny I would fuck a serving girl right now,” moaned Georgina, throwing herself back on the bed. “I had a boyfriend who liked to watch me with other girls, I don’t mind it at all.”

“Eugh,” said Amanda, “I don’t want a girl messing about with my fanny. Give me a long, hard cock any day of the week, the bigger the better.”

At midnight, Phillipa slipped out through the door to find her serving girl. The rest of them decided it was time for bed. They brushed their teeth at the sink in the corner, switched off the lights, and settled in. Georgina closed her eyes, letting herself relax in her new home.

But after only a couple of minutes, a faint click was followed by a very soft buzzing sound. Georgina’s ears twitched. Then came a quiet moan: Princess Céline’s. Georgina cracked one eye open and peered across the room. In the dim glow of moonlight streaming through the window, she could just make out Céline lying on her back, her legs slightly apart beneath the covers. Another moan escaped her lips.

In the other bed, Georgina noticed Amanda moving. She watched as Amanda leaned over and slid open the top drawer of the nightstand. Georgina’s eyes widened in shock as Amanda retrieved, quite frankly, the largest dildo she had ever seen. Without hesitation, Amanda slipped it under the blankets and let out a groan as she inserted it into her cunt.

Well, if that’s how it was going to be, thought Georgina. She remembered the small bullet vibrator tucked into her handbag, a discreet little thing shaped like a lipstick. Quietly, she leaned out of bed to retrieve it. Sliding back under the covers, she slipped it into her knickers and flicked it on. The instant buzz against her clit sent a jolt through her, making her back arch involuntarily. A soft moan escaped her lips, blending with the sounds of pleasure coming from the other beds.

The room was soon filled with the whispers of pleasure, punctuated by gasps and soft cries. Georgina let herself sink deeper into the sensations, the hum of the vibrator perfectly teasing her sensitive clit.

Across the room, Céline shivered as her climax washed over her. Georgina glanced over, biting her lip. She wasn’t sure if it was the vibrator or the atmosphere, but her cheeks flushed hotter as she watched Amanda shift beneath her blanket, clearly fucking herself thoroughly with the enormous dildo.

Georgina’s free hand trailed slowly up her body, her fingers brushing against the soft curves of her breasts through the thin fabric of her nightie. She teased her nipples, already stiff, sending little sparks of pleasure shooting down to where the vibrator hummed steadily against her clit.

Meanwhile, Amanda, clearly unsatisfied with her current position, tossed the covers aside with a sigh. Georgina watched as Amanda rolled onto her knees, her ass high in the air, and grabbed the dildo with both hands. The moonlight streaming through the window illuminated every curve of her body. She began plunging the enormous dildo into her swollen and dripping cunt. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room, and her breathless moans grew louder, unconcerned with how much she was now putting on display. Georgina couldn’t tear her eyes away from Amanda’s glistening lips stretched tightly around the shaft of the dildo, her own hand pressing the vibrator harder against herself, the intensity making her thighs tremble.

Across the room, Princess Céline was watching Amanda too, the buzz between her legs going up a notch as she switched her vibrator to a higher setting. “Oh, god,” she whispered and came again, her whole body shaking under the covers.

Georgina’s head swam with the heat of the moment. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, trapping the vibrator against her swollen clit. The rhythmic sound of Amanda’s thrusts, mixed with her cries of pleasure and the soft whimpers from Céline, sent her right over the edge, and an intense orgasm rushed through her entire body. She held the vibrator against her clit for as long as she could, dragging out the orgasm and emitting a long, continuous moan.

Eventually, the overstimulation became too much, and with a shaky hand, she pulled the vibrator away, her chest heaving as she caught her breath.

Across the room, Amanda was approaching her crescendo. She gripped the dildo with both hands, plunging it deep into her soaking cunt with feverish intensity. Her knees spread wider, her ass rocking back to meet each thrust. “Oh, fuck, yes!” she cried out.

Amanda pushed the dildo all the way in, the base pressing against her as her body tensed. She buried her face in the pillows and an almost primal scream tore from her throat as her orgasm hit. Her muscles quivered, her perfect little ass cheeks clenching as her body shook violently with release.

Silence descended on the room. Georgina, still trembling from her own high, lay back on her pillow, a dazed smile on her lips. “Bloody hell,” she muttered under her breath.


Chapter Two




Georgina was awoken the next morning to the sound of a loud bell ringing out in the corridor. It took her a moment to remember where she was, and her heart sank. “What time is it?” she asked groggily.

“Six a.m.,” Amanda replied from her own bed, stretching sensually.

Phillipa was already out of bed, her enormous breasts swaying about inside her nightie as she collected up her wash things and towel.

“I think I’ll just stay in bed for a while,” said Georgina, rolling over and pulling the covers over her head.

“Hah, no chance of that,” said Amanda, swinging her long, shapely legs over the side of her bed. “Mandatory showers before breakfast at seven.”

Georgina groaned in despair.

The shower block was a separate building, and the early morning air was sharp against Georgina’s skin as the girls shuffled across the courtyard in their nighties, towels clutched tightly to their chests. At least it had stopped raining, though the flagstones were still damp and slick underfoot.

In the showers, the other girls quickly pulled their nighties off over their heads under the watchful eyes of Miss Blackthorne. Georgina looked on in astonishment as they bared everything and hurried into the long bank of open showers. She hadn’t been expecting the lack of privacy and felt a surge of desire between her legs at the sight of all the naked bodies.

Amanda was the first to catch her attention, her golden blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders as she tossed her nightie onto a bench. Her figure was lean and athletic, her small waist flaring out into curvaceous hips and pert breasts that bounced as she sauntered to a showerhead. Her legs were long and shapely, a hint of golden fuzz catching the light between her thighs.

Phillipa followed, her larger frame commanding attention as she peeled off her nightie with an air of complete confidence. Her heavy breasts swayed as she walked, her wide hips and thick thighs giving her a voluptuous presence. A thick, black bush nestled between her legs, wild and untamed.

Then there was Princess Céline, who moved with a regal grace even as she stripped. Her dark, smooth skin glistened in the weak morning light, her long limbs elegant and toned. Her body was lithe but strong, her natural curves perfectly proportioned. Her large nipples were almost black, and the hair under her arms and between her legs was thick and coarse.

Looking around at the other girls, Georgina saw every body type and colouring represented. She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning as she tried not to stare and to ignore the ache between her legs. The girls were so casual, so at ease with their bodies, and here she was, frozen in place, her heart thumping against her chest.

“Come on, Ginger!” Phillipa called, snapping Georgina out of her trance. “We don’t bite, well, not unless you ask nicely.” She winked lewdly, and the others laughed, their voices echoing through the steamy space.

Georgina managed a smile and slowly began to pull her nightie over her head, feeling the chill air bite at her skin as she exposed herself. But she also felt a thrill as all the other girls checked out the newcomer. She knew her body was attractive; enough men had worshipped her curves, suckled on her rosy nipples and explored her fiery, red bush.

Finally naked, Georgina hurried to the showers, her pale skin prickling with goosebumps until the warm spray hit her. The girls chatted and laughed as they washed themselves, seemingly oblivious to her awkwardness, but Georgina couldn’t help sneaking glances at their bodies and imagining what it would be like to touch them.

After breakfast, the first lesson was French. Georgina, already practically fluent from her many summers in Monaco, sailed through the class with ease. Even the stern French mistress struggled to find fault with her flawless accent and quick grasp of the exercises.

Next was horse riding, where Georgina once again excelled. Mounted on a large gelding named Biscuit, she took to the jumps effortlessly, her natural confidence and grace evident with every movement. It didn’t take long for her to establish herself as one of the best riders in the group.

The riding instructor, Mrs Draycott, was a woman in her sixties who, despite her age, was impressively fit and strong. Her deeply tanned, weathered skin made her look like she had been left in the sun for too long.

Mrs Draycott was very impressed with Georgina and, after putting up the height of all the jumps and finding Georgina could still handle them with ease, immediately invited her to join the school showjumping team.

When the lesson was over, Georgina was feeling on top of the world, panting from the exertion and high from the feeling of sailing over the big jumps. The groom, a young woman called Sarah with a thick West Country accent, took Biscuit’s reins.

"I'll take 'im back to the stable for ya." Sarah offered.

“Mind if I come along?” Georgina asked. “I’d like to help rub him down.”

Sarah smiled warmly. “Of course.”

As they walked together, Sarah glanced at her. “You’re a natural,” she said. “Never seen anyone ride Biscuit like that, I ain't.”

Georgina blushed. “Thank you, Sarah,” she replied. “He’s a wonderful horse, it was all him, really, not me.”

“Most o' the girls can't handle 'im, let alone take 'im over jumps like that,” Sarah continued, “Truth be tol’, I reckon Mrs Draycott gave him to you hopin’ you’d make a fool of yourself.”

Georgina raised an eyebrow. “You think so?”

“Wouldn’t put it past ‘er,” Sarah said. “But you showed ‘er, didn’t ya? Sailed over those jumps like a proper rider. Biscuit likes you, too, I can tell. He’s picky about who gets on his back.”

Georgina took a good look at Sarah. Despite sounding very common, she was a pretty girl in her mid-twenties, with long dark hair tied up in a ponytail. She was quite curvy, with a large bottom filling her white jodhpurs and heavy breasts squashed against her chest by a tight ribbed riding top.

They reached the stables, the scent of hay and leather filling the air as they led Biscuit into his stall. Georgina eagerly helped Sarah unsaddle him, their hands brushing occasionally as they worked. Sarah handed her a soft-bristled brush, and they stood side by side, rhythmically stroking Biscuit’s glossy coat.

Maybe it was the adrenaline from the ride, or Sarah’s beautiful curves, but Georgina was beginning to feel a heat building between her legs. As they brushed the horse together, Sarah seemed to be getting much closer than she needed to. When she leaned across to reach Biscuit’s other side, her full breasts pressed gently against Georgina’s arm, sending a jolt of electricity through her.

Sarah seemed quite taken with her, Georgina realised, continuing to compliment her riding and her appearance. “I do love your red hair,” Sarah said for the third time, “Reminds me of one o’ the mares I used to look after.”

When they’d finished, flushed and sweaty, Georgina decided she had better go back to the house, where lunch was probably already being served. But as she was about to say goodbye, Sarah suddenly lunged at her, planting a kiss on Georgina’s lips.

Georgina was taken aback at first, but then, almost instinctively, she felt her own lips begin to respond, softening under Sarah’s. Her eyes fluttered closed as the kiss deepened. Sarah’s tongue gently parted her lips and explored her mouth. She felt a rush of heat between her legs at the touch. Sarah’s hands found Georgina’s waist, pulling her closer, and Georgina could feel the other woman’s breasts pressed firmly against hers. When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily.

Before she could process what was happening, Sarah took her hand, guiding her gently but firmly towards a soft pile of hay in the corner of the stable.

“You’re proper beau’iful, you know that?” Sarah murmured.

Georgina felt a rush of warmth flood her cheeks, her heart thundering in her chest. “I don’t usually…” she started, but the words caught in her throat as Sarah leaned in again, pressing her back into the hay with a passionate kiss.

Sarah’s hand slid confidently inside Georgina’s jodhpurs, her fingers slipping beneath the soft fabric of her knickers. All thought of leaving left Georgina’s mind as a rush of pleasure surged through her entire body. Sarah’s fingers plunged into Georgina’s aching cunt, and a soft moan escaped her lips, her head tipping back as her chest rose and fell with each shuddering breath.

Sarah started to finger-bang her hard, her fingers curling up inside her as her hungry tongue explored her mouth. Just from the sounds alone, Georgina knew she must be soaking wet. It didn’t take long before she realised she was on the edge of a climax. Her hands went instinctively to Sarah’s huge breasts and squeezed them hard as the orgasm washed over her, making her cry out and soak Sarah’s hand even more than it was already.

Her legs still shaking, Georgina gasped as Sarah pulled her hand out of her knickers and licked her release off her fingers. Then Sarah stood up and dropped her own jodhpurs and knickers down as far as her riding boots, revealing a thick, black bush that spread down her thighs and up her belly. She moved above Georgina and squatted over her, lowering her cunt right down onto Georgina’s face.

Sarah’s cunt was wet and sweaty, the hair matted around her entrance. Georgina could feel her heat and smell her arousal as she settled on her face. The raw energy of it sent another rush of pleasure through her body as she reached up with her tongue and tasted her, her tongue delving deep into her opening and exploring her.

Georgina found Sarah’s clit and wrapped her mouth around it, creating a suction with her lips and sucking on it. Sarah let out a surprised howl of pleasure, grinding herself onto Georgina’s face and clamping her thighs around her face. Georgina sucked some more, and suddenly, Sarah was coming all over her face, soaking her with her release and screaming with ecstasy.

When she finally recovered, Sarah climbed off and pulled Georgina’s trousers and knickers down. Then, lifting up her legs, she dived straight in, lapping at her aching slit and teasing her clit with her tongue. Georgina grabbed her own breasts, arching her back and moaning with pleasure.

Then Sarah moved lower, her tongue circling Georgina’s asshole. Georgina wasn’t a stranger to anal sex; plenty of the men she’d been with had wanted to claim her there, but having such careful attention from a woman’s tongue was an entirely new experience, and quite a wonderful one.

“Fucking hell, Sarah,” Georgina moaned.

When Sarah pushed a finger into her asshole, Georgina came hard, her whole body shaking as the release washed through every part of her body.

When they were done, they relaxed in the hay, wrapped in each other’s arms. “I’ve been with quite a few o' the young ladies from the finishin’ school,” admitted Sarah, “but you’re somethin’ special, Georgina.”

“You’re special too,” replied Georgina, giving her a hug. “That was my first lesbian experience without a man telling me what to do.”

“Will you come an’ see me again?” asked Sarah.

“Definitely,” replied Georgina.

On the way back to the house, Georgina passed by the window to the headmistress’s office. With a start of surprise, she realised that she could hear something unexpected; little moans and laughs. She paused, moving closer through the shrubbery until she was directly below the open window. From inside, she could now hear giggles and squeals, and then the sound of a man’s voice.

Could the austere headmistress have a man in her office? It didn’t seem plausible, but Georgina was overwhelmed with curiosity. Moving closer, she pulled herself up through the branches of the rhododendron bush below the window. Carefully lifting her head, she peered in through the open sash window.

There she saw Miss Blackthorne, bent over the desk. Her enormous breasts were spilling out of her top and squashed against the dark wood. Her skirt was hiked up, and her big, sensible white knickers were pulled down to her thighs. Behind her, a gentleman stood, riding crop in one hand and his penis in the other.

As Georgina watched, the man struck her hard on the bottom with the riding crop, making her moan with a mixture of pain and pleasure. “Oh yes, Gerald,” she moaned. Gerald struck her a few more times and then clearly couldn’t help himself any longer. Guiding his cock with his hand, he thrust it roughly into Miss Blackthorne from behind and started pumping away enthusiastically.

Well, well, Miss Blackthorne isn’t as pure as she makes out, Georgina thought. Climbing back down carefully, she tiptoed away and hurried to the dining room to see if there was any lunch left.


Chapter Three




The first week passed quickly, and Georgina quickly became accustomed to life at St Valentina's Finishing School for Ladies. She longed for the company of an enthusiastic male lover or two, but managed to make do with daily visits to see Sarah in the stables under the guise of caring for Biscuit. Sarah was herself an experienced lover of women, and although frightfully common and rarely showered, she never failed to quickly bring Georgina to climax.

Georgina and Biscuit also became inseparable. Georgina was so good at riding him over the jumps that Mrs Draycott said that Georgina could enter him in a showjumping competition the following month.

On Sunday, the girls all filed into the school’s chapel for Sunday Service. Georgina couldn’t believe it; greeting them at the door in his vicar’s robes was none other than Gerald, the man she had seen in Miss Blackthorne’s office. He gave a long, dull sermon about the importance of chastity and abstinence. You fucking hypocrite, thought Georgina.

At the start of the second week, the girls prepared for an exciting field trip. They were all to travel up to London in two minibuses, to attend an afternoon tea and practice chatting with some eligible gentlemen. It was going to be fully chaperoned, of course, and Miss Blackthorne made it clear in no uncertain terms that there was to be no touching the gentlemen, and no funny business at all.

At first, Georgina found it rather silly; the way that the other girls fussed and worried about which sensible and chaste dress to wear, which perfume to use, and how many lemon cakes was the maximum that a lady could reasonably consume in one afternoon. But the dry, boring life of the school soon got to her, and she began to daydream about some handsome man offering to dance with her. Of course, the daydream usually ended with her being taken hard, bent over the piano, but the thought was there.

On the day of the trip, all the girls from dormitory eight were in Georgina’s minibus, but they had drawn the short straw and their driver was Miss Blackthorne herself, so they had to keep their voices low as they chatted.

As they pulled onto the M4, Amanda leaned closer to the others. “Do you think they’ll have the same pianist they had last time? He had very good fingers, if you know what I mean.”

Phillipa snorted softly. “Keep dreaming. With Blackthorne there this time, you’ll be lucky to get so much as a handshake.” She shifted in her seat, adjusting her modest dress. “All this for a bit of tea and awkward small talk. There won’t even be any eligible lesbians there.”

“Surely we’ll be able to sneak away with one of the gentlemen?” said Georgina hopefully.

“I doubt it,” sulked Amanda.

“Well, I’m looking forward to it,” Princess Céline chimed in. “I’m scouting for future harem candidates. I want them to be well-bred.”

Georgina laughed at that, glancing out of the window as Miss Blackthorne pulled into the outside lane and flicked her middle fingers at one of the other drivers out the window.

“Ladies,” she said sharply without turning around, “I hope you’re rehearsing your conversational skills, not gossiping like common schoolgirls. Remember, you are representing St Valentina’s today. Any behaviour unbecoming of a lady will have serious consequences.”

“Yes, Miss Blackthorne,” the girls chorused, though Georgina could see Amanda roll her eyes.

As they approached the outskirts of London, the roads grew busier and Miss Blackthorne’s temper grew shorter. Hardly five minutes went by without her leaning on the horn and shouting “You fucking wanker,” out the window at some other hapless motorist.

The minibus finally pulled up outside an imposing hotel, its gleaming facade adorned with ornate pillars and tall windows. A doorman stepped forward to open the vehicle’s doors, and Miss Blackthorne was the first to disembark.

“Out you get, girls,” she commanded. “And remember: smiles, posture and pretend you aren’t complete slatterns. Your future husband could be here today.”

The afternoon tea was exquisite, but Georgina and her friends were bored to tears. The men they had to engage in conversation with were dull at best, most of them far too old and some of them openly misogynistic. Miss Blackthorne stalked amongst them like a prison warden, making sure there wasn’t the slightest hint of impropriety.

The piano player, alas, was not the one who had fingered Amanda on the last trip to London. This one must have been in his sixties at least, looking more like an undertaker than an entertainer.

By the time Georgina had won her bet with Céline that she could indeed eat ten lemon cakes, she was feeling rather deflated and bored with the whole affair. She sat down on one of the chairs at the edge of the room and rested her head back against the wall. She tugged at the hem of her dress absent-mindedly, wondering how much longer they’d be expected to endure this tedious charade.

“Mind if I join you?”

She opened her eyes to see a young man standing before her. He was tall and strikingly handsome, with a head of unruly dark hair that gave him an air of roguish charm. His piercing green eyes twinkled with mischief, and his grin revealed dimples that made Georgina go weak at the knees.

“Go ahead,” Georgina said, trying not to sound too eager as she gestured to the empty chair beside her. He was the first attractive man she’d seen all day.

He sat down, leaning back casually, his long legs stretching out in front of him. “You looked like you could use some cheering up,” he said. “I’m Will. Short for William.”

“Georgina,” she replied, her lips curving into a small smile. “Short for… well, nothing. But I guess you can call me Ginger if you like.”

Will smirked at her. His eyes were polite, but sparkling with an edge of naughtiness. “You’ve got a sharp tongue, Georgina. I like that. Let me guess, you’re not exactly thrilled about this event, are you?”

“What gave it away?” Georgina asked.

“Could’ve been the glazed-over look in your eyes… or the ten lemon cakes. Impressive, by the way. Remind me never to challenge you to an eating contest.”

Georgina couldn’t help but laugh, feeling a flicker of life return to the dull afternoon. “What about you? Are you here willingly, or were you dragged in by some meddling relative?”

“A bit of both,” Will admitted, his grin softening into a more genuine smile. “My mother thinks I should be ‘meeting suitable young ladies.’” He mimicked her tone with a dramatic flourish, earning another laugh from Georgina.

“Well,” she said, arching an eyebrow, “am I suitably ladylike for you so far?”

Will leaned in slightly, his eyes locking with hers in a way that sent a little shiver down her spine. “I think you’re more than suitable,” he murmured. “But I’m hoping you’re not too ladylike.”

The heat rose to Georgina’s cheeks. “You’re trouble, aren’t you?” she said finally, trying to keep her voice light even as her heart thudded in her chest. She was suddenly determined to fuck him.

“Depends who you ask,” Will replied with a wink. “But I do know how to make a boring afternoon a lot more fun.”

“Oh really?” replied Georgina, sneaking a glance at his crotch and imagining that she saw a sizable bulge. He was an incredibly sexy young man, and the flirting was making her knickers damp.

Miss Blackthorne stalked past, giving Georgina a suspicious stare.

Georgina sighed. “My chaperone could prevent us slipping away for any ‘fun,’” she said.

“Well,” said Will, leaning forward, “All we need is a distraction. What’s her weakness?”

Georgina thought back to the afternoon in the office with the riding crop. “You know what, I think I have a plan.”

All it took was a word to the piano player, hinting that the headmistress could be open to a little ‘discipline’, and ten minutes later they watched as Miss Blackthorne slipped out the emergency exit with his hand on her bottom.

As soon as she was gone, Will and Georgina headed out the other way. They found a service staircase, and when the door clicked closed behind them, Will swept her up into his arms and gave her a long and passionate kiss. The kiss was electric, Will’s lips firm and insistent against Georgina’s, taking control in a way that made her melt. He clearly has a lot of experience kissing girls, she thought.

As they broke apart, Will looked at her, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Would my lady like an orgasm?” he smirked.

“Yes, please, kind gentleman,” she giggled.

Will grinned, his hands moving to the sensible pleats of her skirt. “These don’t suit you,” he teased, as he began to try to find a way under the mountains of fabric, finally exposing her stockinged legs. “Far too prim and proper. I’ve got the feeling you’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you?”

“However did you guess?” she replied, her breath already coming short and fast.

The cool air kissed her bare thighs as Will knelt before her, his hands sliding along her legs. He kissed her thigh, and Georgina gasped softly, her hand finding the bannister for support as his kisses travelled higher, each one sending a jolt of heat through her.

Soon, Will was under her skirts, his fingers moving her knickers to the side and his warm mouth on her cunt. Georgina bit her lip to stifle a moan, her back arching as he found her clit.

“You taste incredible,” Will murmured, his voice muffled by her skirts.

The quiet of the stairwell was soon filled with her moans as he expertly licked and sucked at her. When he pushed two fingers inside her and curled them up, she gripped the bannister even tighter and came hard, her legs shaking and pleasure flushing through her whole body.

Will fought his way back from under her skirts, his face flushed and mouth wet. He stood up, and Georgina eagerly leaned forward on the step, stroking the impressive bulge and then unbuckling his belt and buttons. She pulled his trousers and underwear down in one movement, and his long, thick cock sprang free. Good God, she thought, not only is he witty and sexy, but he’s also got the most gorgeous cock I’ve ever seen. And it was very beautiful; uncut, long without being intimidating and yet incredibly thick.

She reached out and wrapped her hand around it, her fingers not quite meeting her thumb. She gave it a long, slow stroke, admiring the way his length throbbed under her touch. It had been over a week since she’d had access to a cock, and her cunt started to ache with desire for this one. She pulled him closer, taking it in her mouth and swirling her tongue around it.

Will let out an appreciative groan as she started sucking him, using both hands on the base of his shaft and balls. His hand moved to her ginger hair, tangling it around his fingers and gently guiding her deeper. Georgina obliged, her mouth sliding further down his length. Will’s breathing grew heavier, each groan and gasp spurring her on. She alternated between deep, steady sucks and teasing flicks of her tongue, delighting in the sounds she coaxed from him.

She glanced up at him, her blue eyes sparkling, and took it all the way into her throat. Her lips pressed against his body, and she pushed her tongue out, licking at the base of his shaft. She prided herself on her deep throat skills, but his thickness was a challenge even for her.

“Fucking hell, you’re good,” he said, hardly able to get the words out. “I’m guessing you didn’t learn that at finishing school.”

Georgina moved back, almost until his cock was out of her mouth, before taking it all the way in again, fucking his cock with her mouth and throat. After a few repeats of this, Will pulled away. “You’re going to make me come,” he complained, “And I haven’t fucked you yet.”

“It’s about time you got on with it then,” purred Georgina, standing up. She slipped off the ridiculous layered skirts and turned away from him, bending over the stairs and wiggling her bottom at him. Will ran his hands over the curve of her ass before hooking his fingers into the waistband of her knickers and pulling them down to her ankles.

Georgina felt the cool air on her intimate area as Will spread her cheeks slightly with his hands, admiring her glistening opening framed by the nest of ginger hair. Then he held his cock between her folds, and she let out a gasp of anticipation. He paused for a moment, teasing her, the head gently stretching her open, before he smoothly thrust deep inside her. Georgina cried out, her hands gripping the stair rail as her body adjusted to the delicious stretch of him.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” Will groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move, each thrust deliberate and powerful.

Georgina moaned in reply, her body meeting his with eager movements, the friction building a fire inside her. The quiet stairwell filled with the sounds of their passion as they fucked each other enthusiastically. Georgina slipped one hand between her legs, massaging her swollen clit in time to his thrusts.

“Oh, god,” she gasped. The pleasure built higher and higher, her thighs trembling as her climax approached. Her fingers pressed harder against her clit as her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her walls clenching around him as she cried out, the sound echoing off the stairwell. Her whole body shook with the intensity of it, stars bursting behind her closed eyes as wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through her.

Will slowed slightly, waiting for her climax to finish before pulling out. He sat on the stairs, his cock standing upright and glistening with her wetness. Georgina straddled him, sinking down onto his shaft and feeling it fill her completely. She wrapped her arms around him and gave him a long, deep kiss, his cock stretching her as she sat on him.

Georgina started to move her hips, rocking on his lap and driving his cock even deeper inside her. Her clit rubbed against his body, and she moaned into his mouth, knowing she would soon come again. His hands grasped her firm ass and spread her open, helping her ride him.

Georgina moved faster, her thighs working to lift herself up and down on his cock, savouring the way it stretched and filled her with every thrust. The angle sent waves of pleasure coursing through her, building her arousal with each motion. She leaned back slightly, bracing herself on his knees to take him even deeper.

Will’s hands moved to her breasts, cupping them through her blouse before impatiently undoing the buttons. Her soft tits spilled free, and he caught one nipple between his lips, sucking and flicking it with his tongue. Georgina let out a loud moan, her head falling back as she rode him harder.

“Come for me again, Georgina,” Will groaned, thrusting up to meet her. His words pushed her over the edge once more, her body shuddering as she was overwhelmed by another orgasm. Her cries filled the air as she clung to him, her walls clenching around his cock. Will let out a loud sigh of relief as his own climax overwhelmed him, and he filled Georgina’s cunt with his thick, warm cum.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies trembling and entwined, kissing each other softly. But eventually, they could put it off no longer. Georgina slowly lifted herself off Will’s lap, feeling his cum running down her thighs.

“Look at the mess you’ve made,” she teased, reaching for her discarded knickers. She used the fabric to wipe herself quickly before putting them in his pocket. “You can keep these,” she grinned.

Georgina pulled her skirts back on and buttoned up her blouse. “I’ll have to do without knickers,” she winked at him.

“Can I see you again?” asked Will as he fastened his belt.

“I’d love that,” replied Georgina. “But I’m about to be whisked back to desolate Devon. Speaking of which, we should hurry back before Miss Blackthorne notices I’m missing.”

Together, they slipped out of the service stairwell and crept back toward the reception room. They entered just as a group of girls were giggling over a game of carpet bowls. Georgina spotted Céline giving her a knowing smirk from across the room. She was uncomfortably aware that her face and neck were flushed and her hair was no longer as pristine as it had been.

Barely a moment later, the door swung open, and Miss Blackthorne strode in with her usual stern expression, her gaze sweeping the room. “I trust everyone has been on their best behaviour, while I was… otherwise engaged,” she announced.

Georgina slipped into a chair beside Céline, who was frantically trying to stub out one of her menthol cigarettes. Will leaned against the wall near the piano, trying to look casual, though the satisfied smirk on his face was hard to miss.

As Miss Blackthorne’s attention turned to chastising a girl for eating a cake with a spoon instead of a fork, Céline leaned over and whispered, “That was close, you lucky bitch.”

When they piled back into the minibus, Georgina couldn’t help notice Miss Blackthorne lowering herself rather gingerly into the driving seat.


Chapter Four




Back at the finishing school, the rest of the week went by without incident. Until Friday, just before dinner, Amanda burst into the dorm looking very excited and clutching a letter in her hand.

“Guess what?” she said, her eyes shining.

“Let me guess,” Céline said, looking up from the magazine she was reading. “Your fiancé’s written to admit he prefers gentlemen?”

Phillipa snorted, setting down her hairbrush. “Or maybe he’s discovered you’ve been using every eligible bachelor in England for ‘practice.’”

Amanda gave them both a withering glare. “Wrong and wrong,” she declared. “No, he’s staying in the village, right now. He’s written to say he’s going to sneak into my room tonight!”

“Our room, you mean,” said Georgina, “How’s that going to work?”

“Oh, you can pretend to be asleep, and watch if you like,” said Amanda, waving her hand as if it were the most normal suggestion in the world.

Georgina raised an eyebrow. “And what happens if Miss Blackthorne catches him scaling the ivy?”

“Don’t worry, I’ve done this before,” she replied.

Phillipa smirked. “What a shock. You? Sneaking men into places they don’t belong?”

“Very funny,” Amanda shot back, sticking her tongue out. “But this isn’t just any man. It’s Hugo. My fiancé. The love of my life!”

Phillipa arched a sceptical eyebrow. “Love of your life? What about your regular ‘practice sessions’ with other men?”

“Oh, hush,” Amanda replied with a grin. “Hugo understands. He knows I need to keep my skills sharp, and I wouldn’t expect him to stay celibate while I’m trapped in this hell-hole. He’s not a monk.”

The dinner bell rang, cutting their conversation short, and the girls filed out of the room.

Amanda had left a table lamp on with a red handkerchief over it so the room glowed red and Hugo would know which window was hers. Phillipa had already sneaked off to see whichever of the serving girls was her current favourite. Around midnight, with the girls all tucked up in bed reading, there was a knock on the window. Amanda rushed over and opened it, helping Hugo climb inside, having indeed scaled the ivy to the first floor. The rest of the girls hid their books under their pillows and pretended to be asleep.

Hugo was everything Amanda had bragged about and more. As he climbed through the window, the lamp’s soft red glow illuminated his chiselled features, a strong jawline with a hint of stubble, high cheekbones, and a straight nose that gave him the air of a gentleman from an old romance novel. His dark hair, just tousled enough to look effortlessly stylish, fell across his forehead as he landed gracefully on the floor.

Amanda wasted no time, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him passionately. “Darling,” she whispered against his lips, her voice dripping with excitement.

Hugo responded with equal desire, his hands settling on Amanda’s waist and lifting her off the floor as he returned the kiss.

Georgina couldn’t resist peeking through her lashes. She caught a glimpse of Hugo pushing Amanda back onto her bed, his hands already reaching up under her nightie to pull down her knickers.

The bed creaked as Amanda rolled over on top of Hugo, her nightie bunching up around her thighs and her bare bottom on full display. “I’ve missed you so much,” she whispered. “Did you miss me too?”

“You’ve no idea,” Hugo replied, his hands gripping her ass cheeks as she leaned down and gave him a long and passionate kiss.

Amanda’s fingers moved eagerly to Hugo’s waist, deftly undoing his belt. The soft glow of the red-tinted lamp lit her face as she looked down at him, her eyes glinting with hunger. Hugo shifted slightly, helping her tug his trousers down, and his cock sprang free. Georgina gasped and felt a rush of heat to her cunt as she saw he was hard, thick, and eager, with a pronounced upward curve. Céline was watching eagerly too, hardly even pretending to be asleep now.

Amanda let out a quiet moan of approval, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. “God, I’ve missed this,” she whispered, stroking him slowly, savouring the weight and heat of him in her hand. Hugo groaned softly, his head tipping back as Amanda leaned in closer, kissing his chest through the thin fabric of his shirt. Her other hand pushed it up, exposing his taut, muscular stomach covered in hair.

She licked her lips, then flicked her tongue over the head of Hugo’s cock, tasting him. “Still as perfect as I remember,” she purred, before taking him into her mouth. Hugo’s hand threaded into Amanda’s hair, his fingers gently guiding her as she worked him with her mouth.

Georgina couldn’t resist slipping her hand into her own knickers, feeling the wetness between her lips and then circling her already throbbing clit as she watched. From the heavy breathing and rustling of covers, Céline was doing the same.

Unable to wait any longer, Amanda climbed back onto his lap and guided his cock between her legs. She let herself sink down on him, taking him deep inside and letting out a low moan of pleasure. When she bent over, Georgina could see her lips stretched tight around the base of his cock and that almost pushed her over the edge right then.

Amanda started to ride him, her hands braced against his chest. She lifted up until his cock was almost escaping, and then sank back down again to take him as deep as possible. She pulled her nightie off over her head, exposing her beautiful breasts. Hugo reached up to fondle them, rubbing her nipples with his thumbs as she fucked herself on him. If anything, she seemed to be enjoying the others watching her, and put on her best performance, grinding her hips and moaning quietly, occasionally tossing her long blonde hair back.

Georgina, biting her lip to suppress any noise, slipped a finger inside herself, her hand moving instinctively to the rhythm Amanda set. The sight of Amanda’s perfect body arching against Hugo’s, her golden hair cascading down her back, was driving her wild.

Hugo let out a deep groan, his hands still gripping her cheeks and spreading her ass. “You’re fucking incredible,” he whispered.

She smiled, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “I know,” she teased, slamming her hips down hard. "Fuck, I’m going to come,” she gasped.

Georgina’s hand moved faster against her clit as Amanda’s moans grew louder, her own pleasure building as she watched.

Amanda’s pace became frantic, and she shoved her hand into her own mouth to try to muffle her cries. She arched her back, her whole body shaking as she came hard, her cunt clenching around Hugo’s cock. “Yes, yes, yes,” she cried.

Georgina came too, the pleasure radiating from her core and making her whole body shiver. She closed her eyes and let it wash over her in blissful waves. She heard Céline moan into her pillow as she, too, reached her climax. They were openly watching now, but Hugo and Amanda didn’t seem to care.

Hugo wrapped his arms around Amanda and flipped her over onto her stomach, guiding her to lie face down on the bed. Amanda let out a surprised laugh, her golden hair falling in a wild mess around her flushed face. “Oh, we’re doing that with an audience, are we?”

Hugo growled, running his hands over the curve of her ass and down her thighs. “I’ve been dreaming about your tight ass,” he said.

He spread her knees a little wider, positioning himself behind her. To Georgina’s surprise, his cock wasn’t pressing against her cunt, instead, he pushed the tip against her rear entrance. Still wet from her vagina, he moved his cock in a circular motion, teasing her and opening her up. Then he thrust inside her ass, making her let out a cry that was a mixture of pleasure and pain.

Georgina was unable to look away as he took her from behind, lying face down on the bed. His cock looked far too thick for her little ass, but she took it all the same. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with Amanda’s moans and Hugo’s low grunts.

“Oh, god, Hugo,” Amanda gasped, her voice muffled slightly as she buried her face in the pillow. “I’m coming.”

With one final thrust, Amanda let out a sharp scream into the pillow as her body shook from her second orgasm ripping through her. She buried her face in the bed, panting and spent. Hugo followed soon after, pulling out and stroking himself a few times before spunking all over the curve of her arse.

They all lay back, the tension ebbing out of the room as they breathed heavily. The air in the dorm was thick with heat and the lingering scent of sex. Amanda stretched out languidly on the bed, her golden hair fanned around her flushed face, a satisfied smile curling her lips.

“So, did you girls enjoy the show?” she asked, propping her head up with one hand.

Georgina hesitated, her cheeks burning and her cunt throbbing, but Céline giggled softly from her bed. “You put on quite the performance, Mandy.”

“I aim to entertain,” she said, leaning over to trace a finger lazily down Hugo’s chest. He looked pleased with himself, lying sprawled on the bed like a conquering hero.

“I’m so horny now though,” said Céline with a sigh, “And who knows when I’ll get a dick inside me again.”

Amanda glanced at Hugo, her smile turning wicked. “There’s plenty of him to go around if anyone else fancies a go. He’ll be ready again in five minutes.”

Céline’s eyes widened. “You’d share him with us?” she said, surprised.

“Of course, don’t you remember that’s how I ended up here in the first place? Now, both of you get over here and see if you can make him hard again.”

Georgina and Céline padded over to Amanda’s bed. They took turns kissing Hugo, hesitant at first but soon relaxing and deepening the kisses. He helped them undress, lifting off their nighties and sliding down their knickers. It wasn’t long before his cock was hard and throbbing again.

Céline swung her leg over him, rubbing herself up and down his shaft. His hard dick nestled between her hair-covered folds, brushing against her clit. She threw her head back, moaning with pleasure, her dark skin gleaming in the dim light.

Céline seemed to savour the friction, her hips rolling slowly as she rubbed herself along Hugo’s length, soft moans escaping her lips. Amanda, however, had less patience for the teasing. She reached out, wrapping her hand firmly around Hugo’s cock.

“Let’s not waste any more time,” she said, guiding the tip to Céline’s glistening opening.

Céline gasped as she felt him pressing against her entrance. She paused for a moment, her body trembling, before slowly lowering herself onto him. The stretch seemed intense, her dark lips gripping him tightly, and a soft cry escaped her lips as he filled her pink insides. When she lifted off slightly, his cock was coated in her thick, white essence.

“Oui, oui,” Céline began to moan as she moved her hips. Hugo groaned deeply, his hands reaching up to cup her large, heavy breasts, kneading them and rolling her nipples between his fingers. Amanda watched with evident delight, her hand between her own legs.

Georgina, already flushed and aroused, couldn’t resist any longer. With a deep breath, she swung her leg over Hugo’s head, positioning her ginger bush above him. She lowered herself gently onto his face, gasping as his tongue immediately began exploring her wet folds.

The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure: the rhythmic slap of Céline’s hips, Georgina’s soft moans, and Hugo’s muffled groans as he worked to please both women at once.

Georgina was the first to come, her body trembling as a powerful climax overtook her. She let out a sharp cry, her thighs clenching around Hugo’s face as his tongue expertly teased her clit and folds. She gripped Céline for balance, her head tilting back as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her body.

Moments later, Céline’s movements became erratic as she ground down onto Hugo’s cock, her walls tightening around him. She let out a long, low moan, her hands digging into his chest as her orgasm hit, sending ripples of pleasure through her body.

They dismounted, leaving Hugo lying on the bed, his face and cock soaking wet and a satisfied smirk on his lips.

“No need to look so pleased with yourself,” teased Amanda, “You just lie there doing nothing. Let’s see you put some effort in.”

With a grin, Hugo grabbed Georgina and tipped her onto her back, her surprised giggle quickly turning into a gasp of delight. He positioned himself between her legs, his hands firm on her thighs, and guided his thick cock up inside her in one smooth thrust. Georgina arched her back, a soft cry escaping her lips as she dug her fingers into his shoulders. His curved cock hit every sensitive spot inside her, sending jolts of pleasure through her body with each movement.

“Oh my god,” moaned Georgina as the other two watched her getting fucked. His firm arse flexed with each thrust, his body glistening with exertion as he put in a determined effort, banging her hard and deep.

Amanda might have expressed a distaste at lesbian sex, but it didn’t stop her from leaning down and taking one of Georgina’s hard nipples into her mouth, sucking on it enthusiastically and making it even bigger and harder. Céline took the other one, and soon Georgina had her eyes screwed up as the pleasure from all three of them made her come hard.

Wave after wave of ecstasy rushed through her body, her cunt contracting around Hugo’s thick shaft. He slowed, guiding her through her climax. When she finally came down from the high, he withdrew his throbbing cock. He met her eyes as he guided the slick head to her other entrance. Georgina lifted her legs up to give him better access, and he pushed it inside her tight ass. The head of his cock stretched her, and she moaned deeply as he slid inside, inch by inch, taking his time to make sure she adjusted.

“Oh my god,” she moaned again as he penetrated her.

“Fuuuck,” cried Amanda, her body shaking as her own orgasm overtook her, fingers still buried deep between her legs.

Hugo picked up his rhythm, fucking Georgina hard. She felt a wonderful stretch and fullness, a pressure building deep inside her. When she came, her whole body shook and squirmed.

Hugo withdrew from Georgina and moved to Céline. He guided her onto her knees and moved behind her, positioning his cock at her rear entrance. Amanda moved to help, stretching Céline’s cheeks with her hands and opening her up. Hugo applied a bit of pressure and slipped inside. He began to fuck her, the others watching in fascination as her tight ass gripped his thick cock.

When Céline came, her ass contracting rhythmically on his shaft, he couldn’t hold back any longer. Pulling his cock out and holding it in his hand, he ejaculated in thick, white streams all up her back, the cum contrasting with her dark skin. The four of them collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of sweaty limbs.

Just then, the door opened and Phillipa returned, her face flushed and her hair a mess. “What the fuck?” she said.


Chapter Five




The sun was just beginning to come out after an overcast start to the morning, casting a warm glow on the showjumping grounds. The soft thud of hooves on the warm-up field mixed with the excited chatter of the competitors.

Georgina stood with Phillipa at the edge of the ring, both of them giving last-minute checks to their horses. Georgina was riding Biscuit, who stood at least a hand taller than most of the other horses, and Phillipa had brought a feisty mare called Ruby. Mrs Draycott had driven them up to Cheshire with Miss Blackthorne in her large estate car that smelled of dogs, and Sarah had followed in the horse lorry.

“Good luck today, girls,” said Miss Blackthorne as she strode past in her Wellington boots. She seemed to be in a much better mood than usual. “See if you can bring back a rosette for St Valentina’s.”

They watched as she intercepted a man in a sports coat at the edge of the arena. He was smoking a pipe and had a ruddy complexion. Too far away to hear what was being said, they noticed Miss Blackthorne’s demeanour shift as she spoke to him. She was laughing far too animatedly, touching his arm in a way that seemed almost star-struck.

“Who’s that?” asked Georgina, intrigued by who could have such a strange effect on their headmistress.

“That’s Lord Pontingbury,” said Sarah, “This is his estate, and he’s judging the jumping today. Oh, and here comes Lady Pontingbury.”

A much younger woman, with impressive cleavage, garish lipstick and a flowing outdoor cape, approached, joining the conversation. Miss Blackthorne immediately became more composed, her body language changing as she stepped away from Lord Pontingbury.

“How interesting,” said Georgina, turning to Phillipa with a raised eyebrow.

“What’s interesting?” said a voice behind them. The girls turned to find a very handsome man in riding gear standing behind them. He was around thirty, tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair slicked back. His cream riding breeches hugged his legs tightly, an outline of his cock clearly visible.

Phillipa narrowed her eyes at him, “You’re a famous showjumper, aren’t you?”

“I am, indeed. Riding in the professional class later on. The name’s Oliver… Oliver Harrington.” He extended his hand to them both. “And you are?”

“Georgina,” she said with a smile, shaking his hand. “This is Phillipa. We’re competing in the amateur under twenty-one class. And this is our groom, Sarah.”

“Charmed,” Oliver said, ignoring the other girls and taking Georgina’s hand. He bent over it and gave it a kiss. Phillipa rolled her eyes, and Sarah looked cross.

“What lovely hair,” he said, still holding onto Georgina’s hand and staring into her eyes as if he’d never seen anyone so beautiful. “And your blue eyes set it off so wonderfully.” Georgina just stared back at him, speechless, her heart pounding in her chest.

“You can let go of her hand now,” Phillipa said, trying to edge her way between the two.

Oliver reluctantly let go and shook his head, as if waking from a dream. “I’m sure you’ll do well out there. But if you need any tips or a bit of encouragement, feel free to let me know. I do like to help out a fellow rider, especially when they’re as talented as you look. You can come and see me in my caravan anytime.”

“I think we’ll be fine without your help,” snorted Phillipa.

“Well, then. Best of luck today, ladies,” he said, still smiling. “I’ll be rooting for you.”

He turned and walked away, his manner confident as he made his way towards the arena. Georgina watched him go, her eyes on his firm bottom in the extremely tight riding breeches.

“What a cad,” said Phillipa. “‘Come and see me in my caravan,’” she imitated mockingly, waggling her head.

“And he’s a terrible womaniser,” added Sarah, “Everyone knows ‘e’ll fuck anything that moves, whether they’re married or not. When we came ‘ere last year, I caught ‘im fucking Lady Pontingbury in the stables.”

“I thought he was rather handsome,” said Georgina. She realised she was feeling quite flushed. “Did you see the outline of his penis? It went halfway down his leg.”

“I wasn’t looking there, obviously,” replied Phillipa. “Isn’t he too old for you?”

“Not at all,” replied Georgina thoughtfully. “I like a man with experience.”

The competition went even better than they could have hoped. Phillipa placed third, and Georgina flew over the jumps on Biscuit with a no-fault round to come in first place. Miss Blackthorne was jubilant, although she seemed to have had too much sherry in the refreshment tent. She staggered around the arena with her large chest heaving and a bright red face, telling everyone that her girls had come first and third.

After the rosettes were handed out by the Lord and Lady, Oliver came over to congratulate Georgina. “You really know how to jump a horse,” he said.

“Thank you,” she replied, blushing. “Were you watching?”

“I was,” he replied. “And not just your riding. I’ve never seen such a beautiful young girl control such a large horse. It makes me wonder what else you might like riding.”

Georgina felt her heart race and a rush of heat between her legs at his blatant flirting. God, she’d love to ride him! She felt her neck and chest start to flush again, but with arousal rather than embarrassment.

“How about a celebratory drink in my caravan?” he suggested with a smirk.

“I’d love to, but my headmistress…” Georgina began. Looking around for her, she suddenly noticed that Miss Blackthorne was slumped in a folding chair, head on the table, passed out drunk.

“That’s settled then,” said Oliver. “Follow me.”

Oliver’s smirk widened as he turned and began to walk towards the rows of caravans parked near the edge of the grounds. Georgina followed, trying to calm her racing heart, her riding boots crunching softly on the gravel.

As they reached Oliver’s caravan, she couldn’t help but notice how big it was compared to the others. The sleek exterior gleamed in the sunlight, and the inside was no less impressive. It was well-kept, with a small kitchenette, a plush seating area, and a bedroom at one end.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Oliver said, motioning towards the seating area. He opened a cupboard and pulled out two glasses, then took a bottle of champagne out of the fridge. “I think this calls for something special.”

Georgina perched on the edge of the table, her nerves tingling. “You keep champagne in your caravan?” she asked.

He grinned as he popped the cork with practised ease. “Of course. One must always be prepared to celebrate, don’t you think?”

He poured the bubbly liquid into the glasses and handed one to her, their fingers brushing slightly. Georgina felt a spark at the contact, her cheeks warming. She took a sip, the crisp, cool bubbles doing little to quench the heat she felt spreading through her.

“To your victory,” Oliver said, raising his glass.

“Thank you,” she murmured, clinking her glass against his.

The space between them seemed to shrink, and Georgina’s breath caught as Oliver reached out, gently brushing a stray strand of hair from her face. His touch lingered, his fingers warm against her skin. God, he’s so handsome, she thought, and so manly, with those strong muscles.

Oliver’s fingers lingered a moment longer before sliding down her neck. The light touch sent shivers racing through Georgina’s body. His other hand brushed against her waist, slipping beneath the hem of her fitted top. She let out a small gasp as his warm palm travelled upward, caressing her bare skin.

“Is this okay?” he murmured, his lips close to her ear. The deep tone of his voice made her stomach flip.

“Yes,” she breathed. She was so turned on that she imagined her knickers must be soaked through.

His hand moved higher, grazing over the curve of her breast. She arched slightly towards him, her body responding instinctively to his touch. Oliver’s lips brushed against her neck, planting soft, teasing kisses that made her tremble. His thumb traced circles over her nipple through the thin fabric of her bra, coaxing it to hardness. His mouth claimed hers in a deep, slow kiss, his tongue exploring her with an intensity that made her head spin.

Moving quicker now, he pulled her top off over her head. With a flick of his fingers, her bra fell away, leaving her topless and feeling exposed as he renewed his assault on her mouth. Fuck, this man knows what he’s doing, she thought. She could feel his hard cock against her leg.

And then his hand was firmly in her knickers. Her back arched involuntarily as a surge of pleasure consumed her. His fingers slipped into her, moving in a rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart. Georgina’s hips began to move in time with him, a soft whimper escaping her.

With his palm pressing against her clit and his fingers curled up inside her, it didn’t take long before an intense climax washed over her. Her hand instinctively grabbed his hard cock through his breeches, squeezing. Fuck, that’s a big one, she thought.

He pulled his hand out of her pants and pushed his fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste herself. “Do you want to be fucked?” he asked her.

“Yes, please,” she gasped in reply.

“Hard?”

“Yes, please.”

He pulled her riding trousers down along with her knickers and stood back, admiring her. “I love your ginger bush,” he smirked, staring at the nest of hair between her legs. “Now turn around.”

She turned around and bent over the table as he pulled down his breeches and underwear. She caught a glimpse of his massive erection as it swung free. Then he was inside her, stretching and filling her. He wasn’t gentle, taking her roughly from behind and slamming his cock all the way up inside her, right to his balls. She let out a cry, partly in pain and surprise, but mainly in pleasure.

He didn’t hold back, gripping her hips tightly as he pounded into her, each thrust filling her completely. His balls slapped against her with every movement, the sound mingling with her breathless moans and the rhythmic creak of the table beneath them.

One of his hands slid around to her front, finding her clit and rubbing it in time with his thrusts. “Oh, god!” she gasped.

Her cries grew louder, her body trembling as she neared her climax. The pressure built inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally exploded, sending waves of ecstasy rippling through her. She clenched around him, her legs shaking as she came hard.

Oliver spun her round and laid her back on the table. He unzipped her riding boots and pulled them off, finally allowing him to get her trousers and knickers off and open her legs wide. Her cunt was swollen and wet, the red hair around her opening soaked and matted. He opened her even further with his hands, admiring her gaping hole.

Then he slid his cock back inside, all the way, making her cry out again. He pounded into her, standing between her legs as she lay back on the table, his hips thrusting back and forth. His thumb moved to her clit, gently massaging it until she came again, shaking and moaning.

He withdrew, his long cock wet and throbbing between his legs. Then he scooped her up and carried her through to the bedroom at the end of the caravan. The bed took up much of the room, and he threw her onto it, jumping on after. Back between her legs, he entered her again and resumed his banging as she wrapped her arms and legs around him.

They fucked for what seemed like ages, until she had come again and again. She was swollen and sore, but she never wanted it to end. Eventually, Oliver groaned, his rhythm faltering as he reached the edge of his climax. With one final thrust and an almighty roar, he held himself deep inside, and she felt him flooding her with cum.

It was almost time for Oliver to warm up his horse for his round, so they dressed quickly and returned to the arena. Oliver gave her a kiss on the cheek. “You were amazing, come and see me anytime,” he said.

Georgina couldn’t see Miss Blackthorne anywhere, so she decided that she had better check that she was okay. After asking around a bit, someone had seen her going up to the walled garden. Checking she had time before Oliver’s round, she headed up a gravel path in what she hoped was the right direction.

Eventually, she came to a high wall and followed it around until she found an archway. Inside was a formal kitchen garden with rows of raised beds growing an assortment of vegetables and herbs. Against the wall on one side was a large greenhouse. To her surprise, she could hear the muffled moans of pleasure.

Georgina crept closer, her boots crunching softly on the gravel path. Peeking through the slightly ajar door, her eyes widened at the scene inside. Miss Blackthorne was bent over a potting table, her arms secured behind her back with what looked like garden twine. Her prim blouse was open, her enormous, sagging breasts spilling out. The hem of her skirt was bunched up around her hips, exposing her stockings and garters. The red-faced Lord Pontingbury stood behind her, his belt in hand, the leather cracking sharply against her exposed thighs. His own trousers and underwear were round his ankles, and his small, hard penis stuck out from his pubic hair.

Each strike made her moan, her face flushed with a mixture of pain and pleasure. Red lash marks criss-crossed her legs.

"You're such a naughty headmistress, aren’t you?" the Lord taunted, his tone dripping with mockery as he landed another blow. Miss Blackthorne bit her lip, stifling a cry.

Georgina’s heart raced, torn between shock and fascination.

"Count," Lord Pontingbury commanded, his voice firm.

"Three," Miss Blackthorne gasped out. He raised the belt again, bringing it down across her ass with a sharp crack.

“Four,” she moaned, her body arching against the table.

Not wanting to get caught, Georgina tiptoed away. As soon as she was out of hearing range of the greenhouse, she ran all the way back to the arena.


Chapter Six




The amateur competitors were staying the night in tents, pitched in lines on the main lawn of the house. Georgina was hoping to sneak away to see Oliver again, but unfortunately, they were all in one tent, including Miss Blackthorne. She had come back from her tryst in the walled garden in an unusually good mood, having finally sobered up somewhat.

The second day was the team event. Georgina was feeling rather tired; Miss Blackthorne had kept her awake, snoring loudly most of the night. And yet whenever Georgina started to get up to sneak away, her camp bed would creak and Miss Blackthorne would quickly wake up and ask her where she was going.

To make matters worse, Oliver’s wife had shown up that morning. A beautiful young woman with impeccable posture, whom Georgina recognised from magazine covers, hovered around him like a hawk. The chances of getting him alone were slim to none. Georgina resigned herself to focusing on the competition, but it didn’t stop her from stealing the occasional glance in his direction.

After warming up Biscuit in the practice arena, she was trotting back towards the holding area when a familiar voice called out her name. Turning, she saw Will leaning on the fence, grinning at her. He looked every bit the part of a young country gentleman, wearing tight jeans and boots, his shirt rolled up at the sleeves.

“Will!” Georgina called out, delighted to see him. She slowed Biscuit to a halt as she approached the fence. “What are you doing here?”

“Came to watch, of course,” he replied, leaning casually against the wooden rail. “Thought I’d see how you posh girls handle your ponies.”

Georgina laughed. “Ponies? Biscuit’s hardly a pony.”

“He is a bit of a beast, isn’t he? Are you sure you can handle him?”

Georgina tossed her hair back, mildly insulted. “Just you watch.”

“Can we go for a walk after your round?” he asked, a naughty look in his eye.

“Oh, a walk, is it?” she smirked. “I expect that will be possible if Miss Blackthorne gets as drunk as she did yesterday. And assuming I don’t fall off my ‘pony.’”

“Well, good luck!” he said, ignoring her sarcasm and flashing her a grin. “I’m sure you’ll smash it.”

Georgina took a deep breath as she waited for her turn in the ring. She wanted to show Will that she wasn’t just a "posh girl" on a pony, as he teasingly called it. She wanted to prove she could actually ride, and ride well. Biscuit, her towering black gelding, shifted beneath her, his ears flicking as he sensed her focus.

Despite her petite frame, Georgina handled the large horse with impressive confidence. She guided him through the course, her ginger hair streaming out from beneath her helmet as they galloped between fences. Each jump felt smooth and controlled, her posture flawless as she encouraged Biscuit over the brightly coloured poles.

They finished the round with only a single fault, a performance that had Will applauding open-mouthed from the stands. Georgina stole a glance at him as she left the arena, her cheeks flushing when she caught his approving grin.

Phillipa followed with her own round. She rode solidly, her strong thighs taking no nonsense from the horse, and her enormous breasts still bouncing around even though she’d practically strapped them to her chest under her riding top. At the end of the round, she had only picked up three faults. It was enough for their team to claim first place.

Miss Blackthorne practically erupted with joy when the results were announced, clapping her hands and grinning like a schoolgirl. “First place!” she exclaimed, her huge bosom heaving with excitement. “This is the first time St Valentina’s has ever won the team rosette!”

Unfortunately for Georgina, Miss Blackthorne was far too excited to leave her alone and let her escape with Will. She paraded her around the showground and introduced her to everyone as her prodigy, as if she’d taught Georgina to ride herself.

“Miss Blackthorne, I should probably get Biscuit back to the lorry,” Georgina managed to say eventually.

“Can’t Sarah do that?” asked Miss Blackthorne, not wanting to let the star of the competition get away.

“I like to rub him down myself,” she replied. She could see Will hovering hopefully to one side.

“Very well then,” Miss Blackthorne said, feeling uncharacteristically warm towards one of her pupils. “I guess you can be trusted. Don’t speak to any boys.”

Georgina led Biscuit toward the lorry park, with Will trailing behind at a safe distance, trying to look casual. Once they were out of sight of the showground, Will caught up with her, and they walked together, hand in hand.

As they approached the lorry, Georgina noticed Sarah had already lowered the ramp and was busy packing up saddles and gear.

“Hi, Ginger!” Sarah called, waving enthusiastically. “Well done, you were amazin’. Miss Blackthorne must be beside ‘erself.”

“Thank you, Sarah,” Georgina replied with a smile. “And she is!”

Sarah’s eyes shifted to Will, narrowing slightly. “And who’s this?” she asked, eyeing him suspiciously.

“He’s my… friend,” she said, unsure how to refer to him.

“Boyfriend,” Will corrected with a cheeky wink. Georgina’s mouth fell open in surprise.

Sarah frowned, crossing her arms. “I didn’t know you ‘ad a boyfriend.”

“Neither did I,” replied Georgina. “Look, can you do us a favour, please, Sarah. We need somewhere to… be alone together. Can you rub down Biscuit and load him in the lorry?”

Sarah didn’t look very pleased, but she nodded.

“I’ll make it up to you,” whispered Georgina, “I’ll do that special thing you like.”

Sarah grinned wickedly. “All right, then,” she agreed, suddenly in better spirits. “If anyone comes, I’ll make a noise like a fox.”

Georgina grabbed Will by the hand and led him around to the front of the lorry. She opened the cab door and climbed up, Will following close behind. The cab was old-fashioned, with a single long leather seat spanning the width of the interior.

“Are we seriously doing it here?” Will asked, glancing around doubtfully.

“I can’t think of anywhere else,” Georgina replied with a shrug. “Now stop asking questions and kiss me.”

Will grinned and leaned forward, his lips meeting hers in a slow, passionate kiss. Georgina melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck.

Will’s hands found her waist, pulling her closer until she was practically straddling his lap. “I’ve been going crazy thinking about you, Georgina,” he whispered.

Georgina giggled softly, brushing her ginger hair away from her face. “You don’t mind that I’m all sweaty from the competition, then?”

“Mmm, quite the opposite,” he murmured, his hands sliding up her back under her riding top.

They kissed some more, and he pulled her top off over her head, then he slipped her bra straps down over her freckled shoulders, freeing her tits.

“You have perfect breasts,” he said, running his finger around one nipple and watching it stiffen.

She unfastened Will’s trousers, tugging them down to his ankles with eager hands. Her fingers traced the outline of his hard length, straining against his pants. “And you have a perfect cock,” she whispered as she slipped her hand inside to free him.

His erection sprang into her grasp, thick and hot, and she felt a thrill of excitement course through her. Without hesitation, she sank to her knees on the cab’s worn leather floor, her ginger hair falling over her shoulders.

Starting slowly, she licked a teasing line from the base of his shaft to the tip. Then she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his length as her tongue swirled around him. She pushed him deep into her throat, drawing more moans from him.

“Fuck, Georgina,” Will groaned, his hand tangling in her hair.

Her hands worked in time with her mouth, stroking the base of his cock while she bobbed her head. Suddenly, the door to the cab opened. Georgina looked up with a start, her hand still holding Will’s cock and her tits exposed.

But it was only Sarah. “Biscuit’s in the lorry,” she said, climbing in with them. “Can I join in?” She looked hungrily at Will’s thick cock.

“Okay,” laughed Georgina, rolling her eyes. “Help me with his dick then.”

Sarah knelt down next to her, and between them they licked his shaft, their tongues occasionally meeting. Then Georgina took him all the way down her throat again, showing off to Sarah. She looked impressed and licked and sucked at his balls while Georgina sucked him.

Will was in heaven, his eyes shining as he watched them pleasure him together. “You two are going to fucking ruin me,” he smirked.

Georgina pulled back with a grin, her hand still stroking him. “Don’t act like you’re not loving it,” she teased.

Sarah giggled, licking her lips. “Your boyfriend has such a nice cock, Ginger.”

“I know,” she agreed, “Now let me lick your cunt while he fucks me with it.”

They struggled to take off the necessary clothing and get into position in the cramped lorry cab. Eventually, they managed, with Sarah propped up in one corner with her legs open and thick, black bush on full display. Georgina knelt down on the seat, burying her face between Sarah’s legs and her ass in the air. Her riding breeches and knickers were down to her knees, as low as they could go without taking her boots off. Will positioned himself behind, slowly sliding his long, straight cock into her cunt.

“Oh, god,” moaned Georgina as he penetrated her. She’d forgotten just how thick his cock was and how much he stretched her open.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he gasped as he finally managed to get it all the way in her. Then he started thrusting, making her cry out into Sarah’s vagina with every movement. The lorry rocked slightly as their movements intensified, their collective moans filling the cab.

“What’s the special thing that Sarah likes?” asked Will as he pounded her.

“This,” replied Georgina, lifting up Sarah’s legs a bit higher and licking at her asshole.

With Georgina’s tongue on her ass, Sarah was soon squirming against the seat. She came hard, holding Georgina’s head between her legs as her body shook. Then they kissed, long and deep, while Georgina was still getting pounded from behind. Sarah’s hand moved to Georgina’s clit, and that pushed her over the edge, climaxing so hard she could feel her cunt contracting around Will’s shaft.

As Georgina tried to catch her breath, Sarah looked up at Will. “Can I ‘ave a go, please?”

Georgina, still flushed and glowing from her climax, laughed breathlessly. “Be my guest,” she said, sliding off Will’s cock and moving out of the way. Will sat on the seat, and Sarah straddled him, wrapping her arms around him. Georgina leaned over and guided Will’s cock between her folds, then Sarah let herself sink down onto him with a gasp.

“Holy, fuck,” she gasped as his cock filled her. Sarah’s eyes fluttered closed, breathing deeply as she adjusted to his size. Will groaned, his hands moving to her ample ass as she began to move. Georgina reached out to toy with Sarah’s breasts through her top, her fingers teasing her nipples.

“Ride him, Sarah,” she teased. “Ride my boyfriend.” It felt weird calling him her boyfriend. He might have been joking, but she kind of liked it.

Sarah started to ride him faster, grinding on his cock and rocking her hips. She picked up quite a pace, making the lorry rock again as she fucked herself on his dick. “God, ‘e’s so big,” she gasped. Georgina grabbed her face with her hands, thrusting her tongue in her mouth and giving her a sloppy kiss. Sarah let out a long moan and came hard, her body shaking with the intensity of it.

Sarah rolled off him, her cunt gaping and swollen. Georgina quickly took her place, although she had to sit with her back facing him as her trousers were still around her knees. She guided Will’s wet cock inside her and started to ride him.

“I’m going to come,” Will warned her, his hands spreading her cheeks slightly so he could get a good view of her asshole and her lips stretched around his shaft.

“Come in me,” she gasped, her voice breathless.

Georgina picked up her pace, slamming her body down on his lap. Suddenly, Will gripped her hips, digging his fingers into her soft skin as he let out a loud groan of relief. Georgina felt him flooding her cunt, his warm cum filling her with pulse after pulse.

“Oh god,” Georgina moaned, lifting off him. Cum ran out of her in thick rivers down her thighs. Sarah moved in to lap it up, and then lick the remainder off Will’s cock.

“Girls? Girls? Where are you?” Miss Blackthorne’s voice rang out as she walked down the path, her tone impatient and slightly slurred.

“Fuck,” said Georgina, quickly pulling up her knickers and breeches, uncomfortably aware she was still leaking cum into them. She dived out of the door of the cab to intercept Miss Blackthorne.

“Miss Blackthorne,” she said brightly, forcing a smile. “How lovely to see you.”

The headmistress narrowed her eyes, looking Georgina up and down with suspicion. “What are you doing?” she asked. Her stance was unsteady, and a few strands of hair had escaped from her usually severe bun.

“Just checking everything is okay with the lorry,” Georgina replied casually. Her face was still flushed, her skin damp with sweat, and she silently prayed Miss Blackthorne wouldn’t notice.

“Where’s Sarah?”

“She’s, er…”

Before Georgina could come up with a believable excuse, the other cab door creaked open, and Sarah climbed out. She’d managed to get dressed and pull on her boots, but her cheeks were still red, and her hair was a wild mess.

“I was just packin’ everything away, Miss Blackthorne,” Sarah said quickly.

Miss Blackthorne squinted at her, clearly not entirely convinced but too tipsy to pursue the matter. “Yes, well... we’ll be leaving in ten minutes. Make sure the horses have fresh hay and water,” she said before turning on her heel and tottering away.

Georgina let out a breath of relief, glancing at Sarah, who raised her eyebrows and smirked.

“Close one,” Sarah whispered.

“Too close,” Georgina replied, tugging at her breeches to adjust them. “Let’s make sure we’re actually ready to go before she comes back.”

She’d almost forgotten Will, but now that the coast was clear, he climbed out of the cab too. He swept Georgina up in his arms and pressed her gently against the side of the lorry.

“Georgina,” he said, his voice soft. “I meant it when I said it before. I want to be your boyfriend.”

Her eyes widened, and a blush crept up her cheeks. “You do?”

“I do, I can’t stop thinking about you.” His thumb brushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

Georgina felt a rush of joy bubble up inside her as she leaned in, her fingers grazing his cheek. “I’d like that,” she whispered.

He leaned forward, his lips capturing hers in a sweet, lingering kiss. “When can I see you again?” he asked when they finally broke apart.

Georgina’s smile disappeared as she remembered her current predicament. “I’m trapped at this horrible finishing school,” she sighed.

“Then we need to come up with a way to get you out,” he said.


Chapter Seven




At Georgina’s suggestion, Miss Blackthorne travelled back in the estate car so she could sleep off the alcohol in the back, and Georgina went with Sarah in the horsebox. Just as they were about to leave, Will pulled open the door and jumped into the cab.

“Move up,” he said, making Georgina scoot along the bench seat to make room.

“Will,” she said. “What are you doing? We’re going back to the school.”

He threw his rucksack on the floor. “I’m coming too,” he said with a cheeky grin. “I’m not leaving you until we figure out a way to break you out of the finishing school. Let’s go, Sarah.”

Sarah shrugged and started the lorry. The old diesel engine sputtered to life, making the whole cab shake. As she put it in gear and the vehicle strained to move away, Georgina looked at Will in amazement.

“You can’t just move into the school. Miss Blackthorne will do her nut,” she said.

“I’ll work something out, sleep under the rose bushes or something,” he replied, utterly carefree.

“‘e can stay in my room above the stables,” Sarah suggested. Georgina could see Sarah entertaining thoughts of having his gorgeous cock all to herself. She gave her a scowl.

“Aw, thanks,” said Will. “That’s a great idea.” Then, noticing Georgina’s expression, he added with a grin, “I won’t shag Sarah unless you’re there too.”

It was Sarah’s turn to frown. The lorry pulled out of the field and onto a narrow country lane, rumbling back toward Devon.

“You’re so sweet, Will,” said Georgina, placing her hand on his thigh. She leaned over and kissed him softly on the lips. It wasn’t long before her hand wandered lower, resting on his bulge. She felt him stiffen beneath her touch and, unable to resist, unzipped his jeans and freed his cock. As they navigated the twisting lanes, she leaned over, her lips wrapping around him.

It was late when they arrived back at the school. Sarah unloaded the horses while Georgina led Will to the small room above the stables where Sarah slept.

“Come and see me at midnight,” she whispered, pointing toward the school building. “It’s the third window from the end. You can climb the ivy, and I’ll leave it open. I’ll… have a little surprise for you.”

The girls were sprawled out in their dormitory, brushing hair and swapping gossip as they prepared for bed. Georgina sat cross-legged on her duvet, a conspiratorial smile playing on her lips.

“So,” she began, “Will’s coming tonight.”

“Will?” Amanda asked, looking up from applying cream to her hands. “The dreamy boy you sneaked off with at the afternoon tea?”

“Yes, my boyfriend,” Georgina said, putting just enough emphasis on the word to make Amanda raise an eyebrow. “He was at the showjumping too.”

“You don’t hang around, do you?” Céline teased. “What are you planning? A little midnight rendezvous?”

Georgina grinned wickedly. “Something like that. But here’s the thing, I want to make it special for him. A treat.”

Amanda set down her cream. “A treat? What kind of treat?”

“Well…” Georgina hesitated for a moment. “I thought maybe we could all join in.”

Amanda’s eyes were shining. “I mean, he is pretty fit…”

“I don’t do cock,” Phillipa interjected firmly from her bed, where she was flipping through a magazine. “But I wouldn’t mind watching. It might be… educational.”

“Well, I’m in,” Céline chimed in, taking a long draw on her cigarette. “It was a lot of fun with Hugo. You sure he’s okay with it, though?”

“Oh, he’ll be fine,” Georgina said with a grin. “Trust me.”

“Right then,” said Amanda, “Let’s get the lingerie out.”

As midnight approached, Georgina lay on her bed, her heart pounding in anticipation. She had left the window slightly ajar, and she could hear the faint sound of rustling ivy. A moment later, a dark silhouette slipped through the opening, landing lightly on the floor.

“Will,” she whispered, sitting up and grinning. She was wearing her best lingerie, a mint green, lacy matching set that contrasted perfectly with her ginger hair and freckles.

“Evening, sweetheart,” he murmured, creeping over to her bed, his voice quiet to avoid waking anyone. At least that’s what he thought. Suddenly, he looked around, realising that the other girls were all sitting up in their beds watching him.

Céline was wearing a black babydoll slip that barely reached her shapely, dark thighs. Her heavy breasts swayed slightly with her movements, unsupported by the flimsy fabric. She swung her long legs out of bed. “Bonsoir, Will,” she purred, her French accent making his name sound like a caress.

On the next bed was Amanda, golden hair flowing down her shoulders. She’d put on some make-up, her lips full and red. She was wearing a transparent white bra that showed her nipples, suspenders and a garter belt. But no knickers; her golden bush matched her hair. She also got off the bed. “Hello, Will,” she murmured in a sexy voice. “Georgina invited us to join in the fun. I hope you don’t mind.”

Phillipa, on the other hand, remained in her regulation nightie, tucked under the covers. She propped herself up on her elbows, grinning as Will glanced at her. “I’m just an independent observer,” she said with a cheeky smirk.

Georgina giggled softly, sitting up straighter to display her own lingerie. “I did tell you I had a surprise,” she said, brushing her hair back and patting the spot beside her. She pulled Will onto her bed and started to undo his jeans. Céline and Amanda joined them, helping to tug them down. Then Amanda undid the buttons on his shirt, stroking his chest as she did so. Will looked both shocked and thrilled, a wide grin spreading across his face. His cock was already straining against his underwear.

Slipping his shirt off his shoulders and pulling down his pants, they finally had Will completely naked. His body was lean and strong, his cock standing tall and proud, eliciting an appreciative gasp from the girls. The three of them gathered eagerly around him, their eyes lighting up with excitement.

Amanda reached out first, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and marvelling at its impressive length and thickness. “It’s perfect,” she murmured, running her hand along its smooth, rigid surface. Leaning in, she gave him a slow, teasing lick from base to tip.

Céline wasn’t far behind, her lips brushing his skin as she licked alongside Amanda, their tongues occasionally meeting. “Mmm, delicious,” she purred, planting soft kisses along his shaft.

Georgina watched the scene unfold with a sly grin, letting her friends have their moment before stepping in to claim her prize. Sliding her hand up his shaft, she leaned forward and took the swollen head into her mouth, her tongue swirling expertly over the sensitive tip.

Will groaned deeply, his head tilting back as a wave of pleasure overtook him. His hands reflexively gripped the bed sheets as Georgina sucked him deeply, her movements slow and deliberate, savouring every inch.

They worked together to pleasure him, taking it in turns to lick and suck his cock. Before long, it turned into a playful competition; who could take the most of his impressive length into their throats. Georgina won easily, sinking down so far that her lips met his base, her tongue flicking over his balls as his cock filled her throat completely. Will groaned, his body trembling as his dick throbbed in her throat.

After a while, Georgina pulled back, wiping her lips with a grin. “Right then,” she said, looking around at the eager faces of Céline and Amanda. “Who wants to ride him first?”

“Ooh, me!” Amanda exclaimed, eagerly throwing a leg over Will. Without any knickers, her glistening folds were fully exposed. She spread herself open with one hand as she guided his cock to her entrance with the other. “Oh my god,” she breathed as she slowly sank down onto him.

She began to move, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles, grinding down to take him as deeply as possible. Her hand slid between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit as she fucked herself on him, her eyes closed, her expression one of pure bliss.

Georgina grinned and straddled Will’s face, shoving her wet cunt right onto his face. Will quickly got the idea, his tongue exploring her as deeply as he could reach, barely able to breathe. The room was filled with soft moans and gasps.

Phillipa was watching intently from her bed. One of her enormous breasts had slipped free of the nightie, and there was the soft buzz of a vibrator coming from between her legs.

Céline moved closer to Georgina, slipping an arm around her back. She leaned in, and their lips met, soft at first but quickly deepening. Georgina felt another surge of excitement as Céline’s warm tongue explored her mouth, perfectly timed with Will’s tongue finding her clit below.

Amanda, however, was the first to climax. Her movements became erratic, and she bucked wildly on Will’s cock, her hand still working her clit as groans of pure ecstasy escaped her lips. She collapsed onto the bed, her cunt left swollen and gaping, the golden hair around her entrance visibly wet, her body quivering as aftershocks coursed through her.

Will’s sucking on Georgina’s clit made her come too, and she had to brace herself on his chest to avoid falling off as she became light-headed by the waves of pleasure rushing through her.

“My turn,” said Céline, quickly slipping her knickers off and climbing on top of Will. She struggled to get his throbbing cock inside her at first. “Merde, he’s big,” she complained. But eventually she managed it, forcing herself down on top of him and gasping with pleasure.

Céline adjusted into a squat position, her thighs flexing as she began riding him, lifting herself up and then slamming back down, giving Georgina a wonderful view of her lips stretched tight around his shaft.

Georgina leaned over, capturing Céline’s lips in another heated kiss. As their tongues intertwined, Georgina slipped one of Céline’s breasts free from her babydoll, her fingers teasing the large, dark nipple, rolling it gently between her thumb and forefinger. Céline moaned into Georgina’s mouth, the pleasure fuelling her pace as she rode Will harder, her thighs trembling with effort.

Seeing Céline so close to her peak, Georgina reached down, her fingers slipping between Céline’s legs to find her clit. She rubbed in firm, deliberate circles, matching the rhythm of Céline’s thrusts. Céline gasped loudly, her movements becoming erratic as she cried out in ecstasy. Her body convulsed as she came hard, collapsing onto Will’s chest, her walls pulsing and gripping his cock with every wave of her orgasm.

Now it was Georgina’s turn to reclaim her boyfriend. She was vaguely aware of Phillipa climaxing in the background as she mounted Will. She decided to face away from him, guiding his cock into her and leaning forward slightly so he got the perfect view of her ass and her lips stretched around him.

Rocking her hips, Georgina started to fuck him. He felt amazing in this position, his long cock reaching new places inside her. The others watched as his hands went to her ass, spreading her wider and enjoying the view. Then he put his thumb on her asshole, and a new wave of pleasure washed over her. Circling the tight ring of muscles firmly, he eventually pushed his thumb inside her. As she rocked back and forth, he applied just enough pressure that she was fucking herself on his cock and thumb at the same time.

Georgina was loving the dual sensation, but she decided it was time to take him in the ass. She reached between her legs and wrapped her hand around his shaft; it was soaked with her arousal. She lifted off and guided him to her rear entrance. Then she slid back, feeling the head of his cock straining against her tight ass before slipping inside.

She let out a loud moan as his thick cock stretched her, but she kept pressing backwards until he was deep inside her. The other girls were all watching intently and fingering themselves.

Georgina rocked her hips again, fucking herself on him. “Oh my god,” she moaned softly, “You’re so deep in my ass, oh my god.”

She felt the pressure building quickly inside as she found a rhythm. Suddenly, she was coming so hard that her vision went black and she almost toppled over, but Céline had her arms around her, holding her up and kissing her neck. She felt her ass contracting in pulses on his cock, and this pushed him over the edge, too. With a loud groan, Will came in her ass, his cock throbbing as he flooded her insides.

When Georgina had recovered sufficiently, she leaned forward, and Will’s cock slipped out of her with a wet sound. Cum streamed out of her ass, running down onto his body.

“Wow,” said Will with a big grin on his face. “You girls are something else.”

Later, Will and Georgina lay cuddled up in her single bed. The rest of the girls were asleep, their breathing and soft snores drifting around the room.

“We need to get you out of here,” Will whispered.

“I know,” Georgina replied, “but how?”

“Well, what’s stopping you from just walking out?” he asked. “You’re nineteen, after all.”

“My parents have threatened to withhold my trust fund if I do that,” she said sadly. “Until I’m twenty-one, it’s not mine.” She paused, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. “Unless…” she began.

“What?” Will prompted.

“Well… I’d get it immediately if I got married.”

“That’s it, then,” Will said, brushing a stray strand of hair from her face. “Georgina Fitzwilliam, will you marry me?”

Georgina's eyes widened. “Will,” she whispered. “Are you serious?”

He laughed quietly, the sound warm and reassuring. “Absolutely, I’ve loved you since the first time I saw you. I can’t bear the thought of you being stuck here any longer. You don’t have to stop sleeping with other people. We can figure everything out together, but only if you say yes.”

Tears welled up in her eyes, but they were tears of joy. “Yes, Will. Yes, I’ll marry you. I love you, too.”

He grinned and pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her, his lips meeting hers in a deep, passionate kiss. The kissing turned to touching, and soon his hand was between her legs, exploring her wet folds. Her hand wrapped around his hard cock, stroking him as they kissed.

Will moved on top of her, and she opened her legs eagerly for him. His cock slid inside her, and they made love, slowly and sensually.


Chapter Eight




Will had crept back to the stables in the early hours of the morning. After breakfast, Georgina went down to see the horses. She found Will asleep on Sarah’s sofa, but he stirred as she entered.

“Georgina!” he said, sitting up.

“Morning,” she replied, taking a deep breath. “Look, Will, if you’ve changed your mind in the cold light of day, I understand…”

“Nonsense,” he said, standing up and wrapping his arms around her. “I meant every word. How soon can we do it?”

“I don’t know, but I do have a plan,” she said with a smirk.

Will followed Georgina as she strode purposefully into the chapel. Reverend Gerald was relaxing on one of the pews, reading a copy of Razzle. He jumped up as they entered, hiding the dirty magazine under a pew cushion.

“Hello, young lady,” he said, looking flustered.

“Hello, vicar,” she replied with a grin. “I’ve got a question for you. How soon can someone get married?”

“Er… well…” he mumbled. “In the Church of England, the earliest they could technically be married would be the day after registering with the vicar, but usually…”

Georgina interrupted him. “Then we’d like to register today, for you to marry us tomorrow,” she said, her grin widening.

The vicar straightened up and glared at her. “Young lady, there’s no way in hell that I would marry one of the girls from the finishing school, and certainly not with a day’s notice.”

But Georgina was ready for this. “I think you might change your mind on that vicar, when I tell you what I saw,” she said sweetly. “I know what you’ve been up to with Miss Blackthorne, how she likes you to spank her, and fuck her over the desk. I’m sure the bishop would be very interested to hear all about it.”

Gerald went white, “What… how…” he stammered.

Georgina reached out and stroked his cheek. “Shall we say 1 p.m. tomorrow?”

The next day was Saturday, and they were married in the school chapel with Sarah, Phillipa, Amanda, and Céline as witnesses. Georgina wore a cream summer dress, the closest thing to white she had in her suitcase. Will had taken a taxi to the nearest town and returned with a pair of rings and a new suit.

“You may now kiss the bride,” announced Reverend Gerald.

Georgina turned to Will, grabbing the back of his head and pulling him close. Their lips met in a fiery kiss, tongues intertwining as they snogged passionately. The girls in the congregation erupted into cheers, clapping and whooping as the kiss went on for at least a full minute.

After the ceremony, Georgina marched straight into the main entrance to the school. Miss Jones, the receptionist, stood up and started to stammer something, but Georgina ignored her, throwing open the doors to Miss Blackthorne’s office.

Inside, she was startled to find Miss Blackthorne sitting on the desk. Her skirt was hiked up to her thighs, her legs were wide open, and her knickers were hanging on one ankle. Kneeling between her thighs was a naked man. He was blindfolded, his arms were tied behind his back, and he had a jewelled buttplug in his bottom. He was midway through pleasuring the headmistress with his tongue.

Miss Blackthorne’s mouth opened in shock, and her enormous chest heaved with anger. “What is the meaning of this interruption?” she demanded.

Georgina threw the pile of uniform she was holding at the feet of the naked man. “I’m leaving,” she said. “I’ve just got married, and now I have no reason to stay.”

The headmistress seemed at a loss for words, frozen in place with a man between her huge thighs.

“Oh, and the other girls from my dorm will be joining me and my husband in the local pub for our wedding reception. You will allow that, unless you want the governors to hear about… all this,” she said, gesturing to the man who was still kneeling on the floor and wondering what was going on.

With that, Georgina turned on her heels and left the school for the final time.

THE END
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Ellie Is A Bad Influence


Naughty College Girls In The 1990s



Chapter One




Idon’t know why Ellie chose to be my friend. She was the kind of person everyone gravitated towards, confident, fun, the one everyone wanted to be around. And let’s face it, the one everyone wanted to fuck. And I was… normal, just a regular girl who was nothing special. But from the very first day at university, she acted like we’d been best friends forever.

That first morning, the lecture theatre was packed, steep rows of desks filling up with eager faces keen to start on our university journey. Not knowing anyone else there, I’d gotten there early to claim a spot halfway up the auditorium, right in the middle. I’d spent the last twenty minutes arranging my pens and pretending to be absorbed in my notebook, doodling random stars and planets and the names of the Indie bands I liked. I was feeling self-conscious that I didn’t know anyone, while everyone else already seemed to have formed friendship groups and were chatting amiably around me.

That’s when Ellie appeared.

She breezed in like she owned the place, her straight bleach-blonde hair with dark roots drawing the eyes of every guy in the room. She was short and cute, probably only five feet tall at most, but somehow managed to be the biggest presence in the room. Her blue skirt was so short and tight on her ass that as she climbed the steps, anyone below her must surely have been able to see her knickers. On her top half, she wore a matching blue crop top with no bra, her pert breasts bouncing slightly as she moved. Every step she took screamed, “I don’t give a fuck,” and I envied her instantly.

She scanned the room and clocked me immediately, her winged eyeliner so sharp I thought it might cut me in half. She made a beeline right for me and threw herself down in the seat next to mine. “I’m Ellie,” she said, giving me a huge grin and tossing her hair over her shoulder. Her voice was quite high, squeaky, and sweet.

“Hi, I’m Sarah,” I replied, wondering why she had chosen me to sit next to.

Ellie radiated confidence as she crossed her legs and started getting stuff out of her tiny backpack. Her crop top revealed her toned, flat stomach, and I saw she had a hoop through her belly button. I felt plain by comparison, sitting there in my safe knee-length skirt and Pulp t-shirt.

“What’re you here for?” she asked.

“Astrophysics,” I said. “You?”

“Oh, I’m here for the boys,” she said with a wicked grin, then laughed. “I’m kidding. Astrophysics too. Although the boys are a nice bonus. Have you seen any hot ones yet?”

“A few,” I giggled, warming to her immediately.

“You nervous?” she asked, tilting her head like she was studying me.

“A bit,” I admitted. “New place, don’t know anyone…”

“Don’t worry. Stick with me and you’ll be fine.” Her perfume, something sweet and a little spicy, filled the air between us.

Before I could say anything else, the professor walked in, and the lecture began. But Ellie’s presence next to me was impossible to ignore. She scribbled notes in a messy scrawl that I couldn’t imagine her ever reading back. Every so often, she’d nudge me to make a comment or ask what I thought about something. She acted like we’d known each other for years. And just like that, my university life had started, with Ellie by my side, whether I liked it or not.

After the lecture ended, Ellie linked her arm through mine. “Come on, Sarah. Let’s grab lunch.”

I wasn’t sure if it was an invitation or an order, but I didn’t argue. She pulled me along, weaving through the crowd of students in the corridor. We ordered an all-day breakfast in the canteen. Ellie had extra of everything and demolished it while I was still pushing sausages around my plate. How was she so thin?

I learned that Ellie had a cat named Indiana Jones, hated mornings, and thought Radiohead was overrated. “I prefer something with more energy like Rage Against The Machine,” she told me. She also talked nonstop and very openly about sex. It sounded like she’d been with lots of boys.

I, on the other hand, had gotten out of a long-term relationship a month ago and hadn’t had sex since. I have to admit, the abstinence was making me desperately horny, and I was craving it twenty-four seven. My frantic and prolific masturbating just wasn’t cutting it. Ellie soon had all of that information out of me, too. “I’m going to get you laid,” she promised.

We spent the afternoon wandering around campus, exploring every corner and stopping by the noticeboards. Ellie pointed out flyers for gigs, clubs, and societies, commenting on each one with brutal honesty.

“Look at this. Crochet club. ‘Find peace and joy with every stitch.’ Fuck that. You’d never catch me doing that shit,” she said, rolling her eyes dramatically.

I laughed, shaking my head. “Maybe it’s relaxing for some people?”

“Relaxing is a cigarette and a vodka tonic after a hard fuck,” she said firmly, pulling out her pack of menthol cigarettes she’d been chain-smoking and offering me one. I put it in my mouth and cupped my hands around her offered lighter to shield it from the wind.

We got the bus home together, sitting in the prime spot on the top deck, right at the front. Her stop was first, at the end of the expensive road that went past the golf course. Mine was only the next one, but a world away on the council estate.

“Right, I’m picking you up at eight,” she said, standing up as the bus lurched to a stop.

“For what?” I asked.

“To go clubbing, obviously,” she said with a wink. I gave her my address and she disappeared down the stairs.

By nine, I thought she wasn’t coming, but then I heard the loud roar of an engine outside and the sound of a horn.

“Bye!” I shouted to my parents, running down the stairs and out the front door before they could see I was wearing a short dress and slutty make-up.

Parked outside my house was a Ford Capri, rear-wheel drive, and a massive bonnet. At the wheel was Ellie, looking tiny in the huge car. She could barely see over the steering wheel. It wasn’t what I had been expecting.

“Nice car,” I said, jumping into the passenger seat.

“Er… yeah, it’s my mum’s boyfriend’s,” she mumbled. Then she put it in first gear, and the wheel spun up the road, the back end coming out slightly as she took the corner too fast at the end. I gripped the handle in terror.

Ellie was wearing a black dress, which was so tight and short that I could see her white knickers as she sat in the big bucket seat. The top was also quite low, giving her impressive cleavage with the help of a push-up bra. She’d made her winged eyeliner even more pronounced and added some eye shadow and red lipstick. She looked fantastic.

We headed down the dual carriageway away from the suburbs and into town. Ellie was going ninety the whole way, chain-smoking and hardly paying attention to the road as she chatted to me. She beeped someone doing a mere eighty in the outside lane and undertook them.

When we arrived, Ellie decided to do a lap around the town centre, stereo blasting out The Beastie Boys and windows down. There were plenty of lads in their modified cars that wanted to race us away from the traffic lights, and Ellie beat them to it every time, sticking her middle finger out the window at them.

Then she took the switchbacks to the car park at the top of town overlooking the main drag, getting the back end out round each corner. She pulled up with a screech across two parking spaces, and we got out.

Ellie leaned on the bonnet and sparked up a menthol before handing the pack to me. My heart was thumping in my chest from her driving, and I took a long drag to calm my nerves. It was just getting dark, and all the lights were coming on below us.

Just as we finished smoking, a car cruised across the car park towards us. It was a heavily modified, white BMW with blue neon lights underneath. It was so low that the body kit scraped the ground every time it went over the slightest bump. It pulled up next to us, and a couple of guys got out. They were both fit, older than us, in their mid-twenties, and wearing tracksuits. Ellie exchanged a glance with me, her eyes shining.

“Hell,o boys,” she said, dropping her cigarette butt on the floor and grinding it with the toe of her platform boots.

The guys introduced themselves as Dan and Kev. They sparked up a roll-up, and we passed it around. Ellie was flirting outrageously with them, although I was feeling a bit more cautious.

Kev passed the cigarette to Ellie, who took a long drag, holding it in before blowing the smoke up into the night air. “So,” she said, leaning against the Capri’s bonnet, arching her back just enough to make her cleavage the centre of attention, “is that BMW as fast as it looks, or are you compensating for something?”

Kev smirked, clearly amused. “Fast enough. Maybe you’ll get a ride in it later, if you’re lucky.”

Ellie laughed. “Maybe. But I like what I’ve got here,” she said, running her hand along the Capri’s massive bonnet like it was her own. “Old school, reliable. You know?” She shot him a look before passing me the cigarette.

I hesitated before taking a drag, coughing immediately.

Ellie, meanwhile, had Kev eating out of the palm of her hand. She tilted her head, giving him a coy smile. “You talk a big game. But I’m not sure you’re up to much.”

“Oh yeah?” Kev took a step closer, and Ellie didn’t move away. She reached behind her, fishing another cigarette from the pack and lighting it with a practised flick of her lighter. Then she hopped onto the bonnet, legs swinging.

She looked at Kev, all smirk and seduction. “If you’re so good with your mouth, why don’t you show me?” Her voice was croaky from smoking.

Kev blinked, caught off guard, but quickly recovered. “What do you have in mind?”

Ellie slid back slightly on the bonnet and opened her legs, cigarette in one hand and daring him with her eyes.

Kev grinned. He leaned over and bent down between her legs, lifting them up so she lay back onto the bonnet. He pulled her white knickers to the side and buried his face in her thick, dark bush.

“Oh… yeah…” sighed Ellie, looking up at the clear sky where the first stars were appearing.

“Think we should give them some privacy?” Dan said, nodding towards the Capri’s back seat. He took the stub of the cigarette out of my hands and ground it under his trainer.

I hesitated, unsure, but Ellie caught my eye, her expression equal parts smug and encouraging. “Go on,” she gasped. “Have some fun, Sarah.”

Dan opened the rear door, gesturing for me to climb in. My heart was racing, a mix of nerves and excitement as I slid into the back seat. The leather was cool against my legs, and I could hear muffled laughter and Ellie’s soft moans from outside as Dan joined me, closing the door behind him.

The air in the back seat was thick with the smell of weed and Ellie’s perfume.

“You’re cute,” he said softly, his hand already moving to brush a strand of hair from my face. Before I could respond, he leaned in, his lips pressing against mine. The kiss was firm, confident, and tasted faintly of smoke and beer. He forced my mouth open with his tongue, and I melted in his arms.

My stomach flipped as his hand slid down, brushing over my breast. I let out a small gasp, and that seemed to be all the encouragement he needed. He squeezed gently, his thumb brushing over my nipple through my dress, and I felt it harden instantly under his touch.

“You’ve got great tits,” he murmured against my mouth.

I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I just kissed him harder, my hands gripping the edge of his tracksuit top as he slid my dress straps over my shoulders, exposing my bra. His fingers slipped underneath, finding my bare skin. I shivered as he pinched my nipple, rolling it between his fingers, sending little jolts of pleasure through me.

He leaned down to kiss my neck, his lips trailing hot and wet over my skin. I tilted my head back, letting out a soft sigh as his hand travelled lower, sliding over my stomach and down to my thighs. It went up under my dress. My breath caught as his fingers brushed against the front of my knickers, moving in slow, teasing circles as he pressed against my clit. I groaned into his mouth as the pleasure rushed through me. My hand instinctively reached out for his crotch, brushing against his hard shaft through his tracksuit.

There was a bang from outside as Ellie slammed back against the bonnet, her arms stretched above her head and her body writhing as Kev continued to go down on her. She seemed to be enjoying it.

I slipped my hand in the elasticated waistband of Dan’s pants and wrapped my hand around his hard cock. He was a decent size, bigger than my last boyfriend. I gave him a few hard strokes. He reached under my dress, gripping my knickers and then pulling them off. He threw them on the floor of the car and put his hand back up my dress.

I was very aroused and soaking wet. He pushed two fingers easily into my needy cunt, and then, feeling how open and wet I was, added a third. He started to finger fuck me, curling his fingers up inside me. I couldn’t help the moans spilling from my lips, my hips grinding against his hand as waves of ecstasy pulsed through me. The sensation was amazing, and I started moaning even louder as the pleasure flowed out from my core through my whole body. I wanked him furiously in return, his cock hard and throbbing in my hand.

He managed to get his thumb on my clit while still finger fucking me with three fingers. Suddenly, a climax was rushing towards me like a train. “Fuck, I’m going…” I gasped, but couldn’t finish the sentence as an intense orgasm consumed me, making my cunt contract and squeeze his fingers. It was my first orgasm at someone else’s hands for months, and it was such a relief. He slowed slightly as I came down from my high.

Before either of us could say a word, the front passenger door opened, and Kev climbed in, Ellie still attached to his lips like they were glued together. They half-fell into the front seat, Ellie giggling as she straddled him, her dress riding up to her hips, and I could see she wasn’t wearing her knickers anymore. He squirmed in the small space, pulling his tracksuit and pants down just enough to free his erection. She swung a leg over him in the passenger seat and pulled the handle on the side, making it recline rapidly.

As we watched, she reached between her legs and guided his cock between her folds. Then she sank down on him, kissing him and moaning loudly as he penetrated her all the way. The seat creaked as she began to move, rocking her hips, grinding herself against him as she fucked him.

Dan met my eyes, and I nodded, desperate for him. He pulled his own pants down just enough for his dick to spring free and moved between my legs on the back seat. I felt the blunt tip of his cock press against me, and with a slow, firm motion, he pushed inside. My body welcomed him easily, the stretch sending a fresh wave of heat through me as I arched my back, wrapping my legs around his hips.

“Fuck,” he groaned as he began to move, his thick cock sliding in and out with an urgent rhythm that made me cling to him for support.

Ellie’s moans grew louder, and I glanced forward to see her head thrown back, her blonde hair cascading down her back as she rode Kev like she owned him.

The combination of seeing the others fucking and Dan’s relentless thrusts had me spiralling again, my body hurtling towards another release. I dug my nails into his shoulders, pulling him closer as I came hard, and I surrendered to the moment entirely.

Dan started groaning as if he was getting close, too. “Don’t come in me,” I suddenly panted, “I’m not on the pill.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll pull out,” he said, still fucking me.

I realised I didn’t want cum on my dress, and I could always get the morning-after pill tomorrow. “Never mind… just come… in me,” I said, his big cock thrusting up in me, making it hard to speak.

He let out one last, long groan, and I felt a wetness inside me as he came deep in my cunt. He stopped thrusting and held his cock in me as it throbbed and flooded me with load after load.

Ellie was really banging Kev now, riding him at quite a pace. He threw his head back on the car seat and said, “Oh yeah, baby,” as he came in her.


Chapter Two




When we’d all finished, Ellie had a piss behind the Capri, scooping out cum with her fingers in full view of us. I wanted to do the same as it was all leaking out in the knickers I had put back on, but I was too shy.

We swapped numbers, and Kev and Dan said goodbye. They got back in their car, wheels spinning as they drove off. Ellie and I made our way down the steps to the main road, which wasn’t easy in heels. “I told you I’d get you laid,” giggled Ellie.

When we got to the club, there was a queue right around the block. Ellie marched right up to the bouncer at the front of the queue. He was a massive guy, with huge shoulders and no neck. “Hi Ellie,” he said, his scowl breaking into a grin when he saw her.

She stood on tiptoes to stroke his cheek and kissed him on the lips. “Hello Steve,” she purred.

He unhooked the short length of rope between two poles that blocked the door and let us through. “You know the bouncer then?” I asked as we checked our coats into the cloakroom.

“Yep, fucked him a few times. He likes to wear women’s underwear,” she whispered with a smirk.

In the club, the bass was so loud it vibrated through my chest, the flashing lights casting everyone in shifting shades of red, blue, and green. Ellie wasted no time, grabbing my hand and dragging me straight to the dance floor, her confidence lighting up the space around her like a firework.

She danced, her body twisting and grinding to the beat in a way that drew every pair of eyes her way. Within minutes, she had men swarming her, their hands on her hips, their eyes locked on her as she teased them mercilessly.

One guy slid his hands over her ass, and instead of swatting him away, she grinned and pressed back against him, letting him slip his hand under her dress and grab a full handful. Another let his fingers trail along the neckline of her dress, brushing the tops of her tits, and she responded by throwing her arms around his neck and pulling him closer.

"Ellie, you're outrageous," I said, laughing as I tried to keep up.

"You should try it, babe!" she shouted over the music, spinning towards me. "These boys are like puppies. Give them a little attention, and they'll do anything for you!"

Ellie danced with every hot guy she could find, teasing each one by rubbing herself up against them and letting them grope her ass and tits. We didn’t have to buy drinks all night as they fell over themselves to supply us with alcohol. They all seemed determined to outdo each other, each flashing a confident grin and leaning in close to talk, though none of them held Ellie’s attention for more than a song or two.

I let my inhibitions down, and I was soon rubbing myself up against gorgeous men, too. A tall, dark-haired guy with a chiselled jaw and an easy smile caught my eye and stepped closer. His hands found my waist as we started to move together, his body pressing against mine. I could feel his cock getting hard, and he grinded against my ass. Feeling bold, I reached behind me and gave it a squeeze.

After a while, we took a break to go to the toilet. There was a big queue for the ladies. We watched a couple of guys march straight past our queue to the gents, where there was no one waiting. I recognised them as a couple of the guys we’d been rubbing against on the dancefloor. They looked shifty, glancing all around before diving in through the door.

“I know what they’re up to,” smirked Ellie, grabbing my hand and dragging me after them.

It smelled disgusting in the gents. There was a line of men up against one wall pissing. The two guys we had followed disappeared into a cubicle together. Ellie followed them, and just as the door was about to close, she barged her way in.

“What do you girls want?” grinned one of the guys as we all crammed into the tight space of the cubicle.

“A piss for starters,” said Ellie, barging them out of the way. There was no toilet seat, so she pulled her knickers down to her thighs and crouched over the toilet. Her skirt was so short that we could all see her bush.

Ellie stood up and wiped. Then she grabbed me and started snogging me, right in front of the guys. She pulled down my top and unhooked the front clasp of my bra with one hand, and suddenly my breasts were free, full and pale in the dim light of the toilet.

The taller guy let out a low whistle. “Bloody hell.”

Ellie ignored him. The guys were transfixed, their gazes bouncing between the two of us like they couldn’t believe their luck. I was still standing there with my tits out, my nipples rock hard. My heart hammered in my chest, and a giddy wave of confidence drowned out any lingering shyness. My brain felt alive, and I was ready for anything.

“Right,” Ellie said. She tilted her head toward the two guys. “Now, who wants a blowjob?”

They exchanged glances, unsure if she was joking, but Ellie didn’t wait for an answer. She turned to the shorter guy, her fingers already tugging at the waistband of his tracksuit bottoms as she sank to her knees.

He let out a nervous laugh, but his cock was already hard, straining against the fabric. Ellie pulled his trousers down just enough to free him. His cock was fairly short but very thick. She licked the tip, teasing him with slow circles of her tongue.

The taller one looked at me, his eyebrows raised in a silent question. I hesitated for just a second, then shrugged. I reached for his waistband, feeling his breath catch as I slid his tracksuit down. His cock sprang free, longer than the other guy’s and already twitching. I knelt down, the sticky floor of the toilet cubicle the furthest thing from my mind, and took him into my mouth.

The sounds of the club outside were muffled and distant. The taller guy’s hands tangled in my hair, guiding me as I sucked him, my tongue swirling around his shaft. Ellie was always one step ahead of me, setting the pace, daring me to follow. She took the shorter guy all the way into her mouth, her lips sliding down his shaft until they touched his body, making him groan and clutch the wall for support. Her hand massaged his balls as she bobbed her head back and forth.

I mirrored her movements, feeling my guy’s cock twitch against my tongue as I took him deeper, although there was no way I could get him all the way in.

The tiny cubicle was filled with the sounds of our mouths working, the guys' ragged breathing, and the distant thrum of bass from the club outside. The shorter one groaned louder, his knees buckling slightly.

“Fuck, I’m gonna…” I gasped.

Ellie pulled back, opening her mouth wide, her tongue just touching the tip of his cock. He let out a strangled moan and came hard, his release spilling across her tongue in throbbing wave after wave. She swallowed it all down without breaking eye contact, then wiped her mouth and smirked up at him.

The taller guy wasn’t far behind. His breaths came fast and shallow, his fingers gripping my hair tightly. I didn’t pull back, letting him thrust gently into my mouth as I sucked him harder. His body tensed, and with a low groan, he came, hot and salty across my tongue. I swallowed instinctively, the taste unfamiliar but not unpleasant.

When he finally relaxed, pulling back slightly, I sat up and wiped my lips with the back of my hand. Ellie was already on her feet, adjusting the hem of her dress.

“Well, that was fun,” she said, smoothing down her skirt.

I laughed, breathless and still buzzing. I fastened my bra back up and pulled up my dress. We squeezed out of the cubicle, leaving the two guys leaning against the walls, trying to catch their breath. Ellie grabbed my hand, tugging me back toward the dancefloor.


Chapter Three




At the end of the night, we staggered out of the club, giggling and swaying from all the free drinks we’d been plied with. The cool night air hit us as we made our way back up the steep steps to the car park, struggling to walk in a straight line.

When we finally reached the top, the Capri was there all right, but so was a police car, its blue lights flashing and two officers standing nearby, shining torches into the Capri’s windows.

“Fuck,” Ellie muttered, freezing for half a second before turning on her heel and heading back down the steps at speed. “Let’s get the night bus. I’m too drunk to drive anyway.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, hurrying to keep up with her. “Did your mum’s boyfriend call the cops about you borrowing his car?”

“Not exactly,” she said, picking up the pace, taking the steps two at a time. “I did ask her boyfriend if I could borrow his car, but he said no, because I don’t have a licence.”

“Fuck, Ellie, you don’t have a licence?” I said. “But what, you took his car anyway?”

“No, of course not,” she said. “I borrowed one from the golf club.”

I stopped dead in my tracks. “You stole a car?” I said in shock. “How the fuck did you steal a car?”

She stopped too, reaching into her handbag and pulling out a Swiss Army Knife. “I was going to return it. Anyway, Ford locks are shit, all you need is a screwdriver.”

We both burst out laughing and continued on our way down, arm in arm.

“I can’t believe you,” I said, still giggling.

At the bus stop, there were a couple of nice-looking lads to chat to. We’d run out of cigarettes, and they were only too pleased to share theirs. They were called Ben and Dave. By the time the bus arrived, we were firm friends.

“It’s a fifty-pound fine if you puke on the bus,” warned the bus driver as we staggered aboard.

“Good evening to you, too,” said Ellie haughtily, making us all laugh.

We went upstairs and piled on the back seat as the bus pulled away. The bus rocked and swayed as it trundled through the quiet streets. We were the only ones on the top deck.

It wasn’t long before Ben’s tongue was in my mouth. His hands slid up my leg, hesitating at the hem of my dress. After the crazy night I’d had, he was going too slow for me, so I grabbed his wrist and moved his hand right up onto my knickers. I was so horny that my cunt was physically aching to be touched. He quickly got the idea, his fingers sliding under the fabric and feeling how wet I was. I let out a little sigh against his lips, and he started to rub my clit.

Across from us, Ellie was practically devouring Dave. She pulled his face to hers, her tongue so deep in his mouth I thought she might be looking for his tonsils. One of her hands had already slipped under his shirt, and the other was boldly squeezing the bulge in his jeans.

Ben was properly fingering me now, making me moan with every thrust of his fingers. I unzipped his jeans and pulled his cock out. I started wanking his shaft, but to my surprise, after about three strokes, he suddenly came, warm cum pumping out of his cock and all over my hand. But Ben, bless him, wasn’t going to leave me hanging; he carried on fingering me, bringing me closer and closer to climax even as his cock went soft.

Ellie, meanwhile, was going for it. She knelt on the bus seat, her ass in the air and pulled her knickers down. “Fuck me,” she ordered Dave.

I felt my arousal soaring as he stood behind her, parting her hairy pussy and giving me a glimpse of her wet, pink insides. He guided his cock between her glistening folds and started banging her from behind at a furious rate, his hips slamming against her ass and making her moan with every thrust. The bus went round a corner and they nearly toppled off the seat.

The sight of them fucking on the deserted bus, and Ben fingering me, sent me over the edge, and I grabbed the seat in front of me as an intense orgasm washed over me, making my legs shake. Probably less than a minute after he’d started, Dave finished. He grabbed her hips and held himself inside her as he came, filling her with his cum. When he pulled his cock out, it poured out, running down her thighs onto the bus seat.

I went to the window and wiped the condensation away to see where we were. “Fuck,” I said, “Ellie, it’s nearly our stop.”

Hastily pulling up her knickers, Ellie staggered down the aisle to the stairs. I followed. “Thanks, boys,” I called over my shoulder as we left them there with their dicks out.

Not wanting to split up and walk to our own houses alone at such a late hour, Ellie persuaded me to crash at hers. We staggered up her road, giggling as we passed the golf club where she’d “borrowed” the Capri. The street was quiet, the occasional glow of a streetlight illuminating the manicured hedges and expensive cars parked in the driveways.

When we reached her house, my jaw dropped. It was a huge Art Deco mansion, all white stucco and sweeping curves, with long horizontal windows that made it look like something out of an old movie. There was a circular drive at the front, flanked by neatly trimmed shrubs, and the whole place screamed money.

The door swung open, and we stumbled into a cavernous hallway. The floors were marble, and there was an enormous staircase winding up to a gallery above. A massive chandelier hung from the ceiling.

“Jesus, Ellie,” I said, looking around in awe. “This place is incredible.”

“It’s alright,” she said nonchalantly, kicking off her boots and leaving them in the middle of the floor. “Kitchen’s this way. Let’s find some food.”

I followed her through to a sleek, modern kitchen with shiny black counters and a massive American-style fridge. A woman in her fifties, whom I took to be Ellie’s mum, was standing at the counter looking like she’d been caught doing something. She even looked like Ellie, short and cute with bleached blonde hair. There was one young man to the side of her, doing up his belt, and another just standing up from kneeling on the floor. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Hi mum,” said Ellie, ignoring the men and walking to the fridge.

“Hello darling, who’s this?”

“Sarah,” she replied, pulling out a whole cheesecake. “She’s going to stay the night.”

“Oh, lovely,” said her mum, straightening her dress. “Shall I make up the spare room?”

“Don’t worry,” replied Ellie, handing me the cheesecake and getting a bottle of vodka out of the freezer. “She can sleep in with me.”

“Okay,” said her mum, “But Sarah, love, you'd better call your parents so they don’t worry.”

I called my house on their phone, but there was no answer; my parents would be in bed at this time. I left a message on the answerphone.


Chapter Four




Ellie’s room turned out to be practically a whole self-contained apartment above the huge double garage. Her bedroom was a stark contrast to the rest of the house. It was messy, with clothes strewn everywhere and posters of bands like Nirvana and Nine Inch Nails covering the walls. A small TV sat on top of a stack of magazines, and there was a pile of tapes next to a ghetto blaster on the side.

Ellie put some Portishead on her stereo so we could chill out. We sat on her huge double bed and shared the whole cheesecake, washed down with neat vodka straight out of the bottle. Then we smoked half the pack of menthol cigarettes she’d blagged off her mum while we giggled about all the crazy things we’d got up to tonight.

But finally, even Ellie needed to sleep. “I don’t have any pyjamas,” I complained.

“Neither do I,” she replied, “I always just sleep in my pants.”

She lifted the dress off over her head and then reached behind her back to unhook her bra. It fell away, revealing her tits. It was my first time seeing them properly. They were perky and a perfect size, with large pink areolas that glowed in the dim lights of her room. Under her arms were patches of dark hair, framing her breasts.

Her simple white knickers, however, were stained at the crotch where she’d leaked cum in them. She slipped them off, too, and grabbed a wipe, cleaning herself up. She had a thick, dark bush, sculpted into a perfect triangle. She walked to the dresser and pulled out some new knickers.

“Do you want some clean pants?” she asked me.

My own knickers were also disgusting. “Yes, please,” I said. I stripped off, too, not caring that Ellie saw me naked. My breasts were a lot bigger than hers, hanging down towards my stomach and with smaller, darker nipples. I gave myself a wipe and put on the pants she handed me.

We both slipped under the covers, and Ellie turned off most of the lights, leaving just a soft glow from a nightlight on the far side of the room. The bed was massive, easily big enough for two, but somehow Ellie ended up pressed right up against me.

Her naked body was warm, and I could feel her breath on my shoulder. “Tonight was fun, wasn’t it?” she murmured.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the way my heart was thumping. “You’re wild, Ellie.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” she teased, her fingers lightly brushing my arm.

“It’s not,” I replied quickly. “It’s… exciting. You’re exciting.”

She laughed softly, her face so close now that I could see her smirk in the dim light. “You’re pretty exciting, too. I knew it the second I saw you in the lecture theatre. I think most people find me a bit too much, but you’re… so accepting.”

Her fingers trailed from my collarbone down over the swell of my breast, her touch sending tiny shivers across my skin.

“You’re cute when you’re nervous,” she whispered.

“I’m not nervous,” I said, my voice a little too defensive to be convincing.

“Liar,” she said, grinning, her lips brushing lightly against my cheek. “Have you ever fucked a girl before?”.

“Never,” I replied, my heart racing.

She closed the gap between us, her mouth soft and warm against mine. The kiss was slow at first, tentative, but then her hand slid to the back of my neck, pulling me closer, and I felt myself melt into her. Ellie tasted like menthol cigarettes and vodka. Her fingers tangled in my hair as the kiss deepened, her body pressing more firmly against mine. I could feel our bare breasts squashed together, and it sent a rush of arousal straight between my legs.

Ellie’s kiss was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Boys were sloppy and rushed, always pushing for more, like they had something to prove. But Ellie’s lips moved with a deliberate, teasing rhythm, her soft mouth guiding me, making me feel like I had all the time in the world to savour her. When she bit my lower lip, just enough to make my stomach flip, a moan escaped me. She smiled against my mouth, clearly pleased.

Ellie shifted her attention, her lips trailing down my neck in slow, open-mouthed kisses that made my head spin. She took her time, nipping and licking, making me feel like every inch of me was worth discovering.

Her lips reached my collarbone, and then her mouth moved lower. When she kissed the curve of my breast, I gasped. She paused, her eyes flicking up to meet mine, waiting for a reaction.

“Ellie…” I whispered. I’d never been so wet in my life.

“Shh,” she said softly, pressing another kiss to my skin.

Her tongue flicked over my nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my core. My back arched instinctively, and she giggled. She sucked gently, her hand cupping my other breast, squeezing the nipple between her fingers. The sensations were overwhelming in the best way, waves of heat spreading through me with every touch. It wasn’t rushed or clumsy like with boys. Ellie knew exactly how to drive me wild, taking her time and savouring every reaction she pulled from me.

When she started to kiss her way further down my body, my breathing quickened. Her lips skimmed over my stomach, and I could feel the heat of her breath as she got closer to the spot where I was aching for her. With one hand, she pulled my knickers down, and I kicked them away.

She kissed the inside of my thighs, her tongue teasing the sensitive skin there, and I felt my whole body tense in anticipation. The moment her mouth finally found me, the world seemed to stop. Her tongue moved with a slow, deliberate precision, and I cried out, my hands tangling in her hair.

Ellie held my hips firmly, keeping me in place as she went down on me with a skill and focus I’d never experienced before. Every flick of her tongue, every suck, sent waves of pleasure rolling through me, building and building until I couldn’t hold back anymore.

When she slipped two fingers into my soaking cunt I came harder than I ever had before.


Chapter Five




The morning sunlight poured through the wide windows, bathing the room in a warm, golden glow. I blinked awake, disoriented for a moment, until I felt Ellie’s arm draped over my waist, her fingers brushing lazily against my skin.

I turned my head, and there she was, her blonde hair messy and shining like a halo in the sunlight. She was already awake, a sleepy smile playing on her lips.

“Morning,” she murmured.

“Morning,” I replied, still a little shy despite what had happened the night before.

Ellie’s eyes travelled over my face, lingering on my lips. “You’re so beautiful in the morning light,” she said, her fingers tracing small patterns on my stomach.

I laughed lightly, feeling my cheeks flush. “You’re just saying that.”

She rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow as her fingers continued their exploration, now moving up to trace the curve of my breast. “I never say anything I don’t mean,” she said, her voice taking on that familiar, confident tone that made my stomach flip.

Her hand cupped my breast, her thumb brushing lazily over my nipple, and just like that, the desire from the night before flared to life again. I sighed, my body arching slightly into her touch.

Ellie leaned down, capturing my lips in a slow, lazy kiss that quickly deepened. Her tongue slid against mine, unhurried but insistent, and I felt myself melting under her. Her hand continued its exploration, finding its way between my legs, her touch light but deliberate, teasing me until I was squirming beneath her.

After she had made me come, I flipped her onto her back, surprising her, and her laugh turned into a gasp as I began to return the favour, determined to make her feel just as good as she’d made me feel. Kneeling between her legs, I parted her folds with my fingers, admiring her swollen clit beneath its little hood. Below, her cunt gaped open, pink and wet. I moved closer, exploring it with my tongue, tasting her, and trying to reach as deep inside her as I could.

Then I moved to her clit, teasing it, at first, with little licks, before applying more pressure with my tongue and starting to build her towards a climax. I added fingers, the wet sound of me finger fucking her echoing around the bedroom. When I started to suck her clit, she came hard, screaming out my name as her back arched and her thighs clamped around my head.

Afterwards, we took a bath together in her huge ensuite bathroom with the morning sunlight streaming through the windows. We washed each other, finally cleaning away the sweat and cum from the night before. I loved the way her armpits were unshaven and resolved to stop shaving my own. She lifted her arms above her head as I soaped and washed them. When they were clean, I couldn’t resist licking and kissing the soft hair there.

Back in her bedroom, we dried ourselves with her soft towels and walked around naked, our skin pink from the bath. Then Ellie gave me a sly smile and walked over to her bedside table, pulling open the drawer.

“I got something new the other day,” she said, holding up a small, silver vibrator. It was sleek and discreet, no bigger than her palm, but my heart sped up at the sight of it.

I swallowed. “I’ve, um… never used one of those before.”

Ellie’s grin widened. “Then you’re in for a treat. Watch me, babe.”

She perched on the edge of the bed, spreading her legs slightly. She pressed the button at the base of the vibrator, and it hummed to life, the sound filling the quiet room. She opened herself up with her fingers, the thick hair moving aside to show me her pink folds and slick opening.

Ellie moved the bullet up to her clit, her hips shifting slightly as she pressed it against herself. “Fuck, that’s good,” she murmured.

Her free hand drifted to her breast, squeezing and teasing her nipple as she worked the vibrator against herself. The little moans and sighs spilling from her lips made my cheeks flush and my thighs press together.

“Come closer,” she said, her eyes locking onto mine.

I moved next to her, and her free arm went around me, her hand stroking over the curve of my ass. I reached out to her breast, kneading and groping it. She threw her head back, the vibrator still pressed firmly against her clit.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her legs starting to shake. Her body tensed, her breath coming quicker, and then she gasped, her back arching as she came hard, the vibrator still humming against her as she rode her orgasm.

Ellie sat there for a moment, catching her breath, before looking up at me with a grin. “Your turn.”

My heart raced as she held out the vibrator, but instead of handing it to me, she pulled me gently onto the bed, guiding me to lie back.

“Just relax,” she murmured, climbing onto the bed beside me.

Ellie kissed me softly, her lips moving down my neck and to my breasts. Her hand skimmed down my body, spreading my legs as she positioned the vibrator against me. The hum of it sent a shock of pleasure through me, making me gasp with the intensity of it..

“See?” she whispered. “Told you it’s amazing.”

She moved the vibrator in slow circles, her other hand caressing my thighs, my stomach, my breasts. The sensations were overwhelming, the hum of the vibrator combined with the warmth of her touch driving me higher and higher.

I couldn’t hold back the sounds escaping me, my body arching into her as the pleasure built to a crescendo. When I came, it was intense, consuming, leaving me trembling in her arms.

Ellie turned off the vibrator and set it aside, pulling me close and kissing me deeply. “Told you,” she said with a smug little smile.

I laughed, breathless and sated. “You were right.”

But we finally had to get dressed and go to university. Luckily, we only had afternoon lectures today. Ellie’s mum gave us a lift, but even so, we only just made it in time. After uni, her mum picked us up and took me to a clinic to get the Morning After Pill and some contraception.


Chapter Six




Was I in love with Ellie? Looking back, I think I was, although I didn’t realise it yet. I’d seen a different side to her now, a more gentle and loving side. Less wild. But once we were outside the sanctuary of her bedroom, the old, confident, sassy Ellie returned. And she seemed determined to hook me up with guys again, leaving me feeling a little confused about our own relationship.

A few days later, we were in a Further Maths lecture, waiting for it to start. The maths required for astrophysics was ridiculously complicated. I was finding it hard, but everything seemed to come easily to Ellie, and she was running through the concepts from the last lesson with me to make sure I understood it all.

Just then, the door opened and a guy walked in. I’d had my eye on him since the start of term. He was really hot, smartly dressed, and more mature than most of the students. He was tall, with an Asian look and slicked-back, dark hair. I watched him as he started climbing the steps, scanning for someone he knew to sit with.

Ellie spotted me watching him. “Hang on,” she smirked. “Do you fancy him?”

I blushed, and Ellie burst out laughing. “You do!” she said. “Let me set you up. You can thank me later.”

Before I could tell her not to, she put two fingers in her mouth and made a piercing whistling sound, so loud that everyone in the lecture theatre stopped what they were doing and turned to look at her. But Ellie didn’t care; she stood up and waved at the guy, calling him over. Everyone else went back to what they were doing, the buzz of conversation returning.

“Ellie!” I scolded her, turning red. “I can’t believe you just did that.” The guy was making his way over to us.

Ellie ignored my protests, grinning as the guy approached. He looked slightly amused, probably used to attention but not quite like this. When he reached our row, she nodded at the empty seat next to me.

“Hi,” he said, sounding amused. “I take it I’m sitting here now?”

“Correct,” Ellie replied, flashing him one of her smiles. “I’m Ellie, and this is Sarah.”

I gave him a shy smile, trying to play it cool despite wanting to crawl under the desk and disappear. “Hi.”

“I’m Adam,” he said, dropping into the seat next to me. He set his notebook down and gave me a quick once-over.

Ellie, of course, wasn’t going to let me get away with being quiet. “Sarah thinks you’re really hot, by the way,” she said, as casually as if she were discussing the weather.

“Ellie!” I hissed, mortified.

Adam laughed, his gaze shifting to me. “Is that so?” he asked, a playful glint in his eyes.

“I… I didn’t say that,” I stammered, shooting Ellie a glare. She just smirked, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

“Well,” he said, leaning back in his chair, “I’ll take it as a compliment, whether you said it or not.”

The lecturer arrived then, saving me from further embarrassment. As the room quieted down, I tried to focus on the equations being scribbled onto the board, but my mind kept drifting back to Adam sitting next to me.

Halfway through the lecture, Ellie passed me a note on the corner of a page torn from her notebook. I unfolded it discreetly.

“He’s definitely into you. Want me to set you up?“

Something about Ellie made me feel bold. And I was also starting to feel very horny. I gave her a little nod.

Ellie scribbled away again, folded it up, and passed it to Adam this time. My stomach lurched. What had she written? Adam unfolded the piece of paper, and I looked over to see what it said. “Sarah wants to shag you after the lecture.”

Talk about unsubtle. I turned bright red, but Adam just smirked and shot me a friendly look.

When the lecture ended, Adam turned to me. “You seem to have survived Ellie’s ambush,” he said with a teasing smile.

“Have I survived?” I replied. I was still feeling flushed and sweaty under my armpits.

“Do you want to get a coffee?”

I nodded. Maybe it had worked after all. My heart was pounding, half in excitement, half in embarrassment. Ellie’s bluntness was mortifying, but it had cut through all the usual bullshit.

We grabbed coffees from the campus cafe, but it was clear neither of us was paying much attention to our drinks. There was this charged energy between us, this unspoken agreement that we both knew where this was heading.

“Your friend is something else, isn’t she?” Adam said, breaking the silence.

“You have no idea,” I replied, laughing nervously.

He had this look in his eyes, confident but not cocky. It was enough to make my stomach flip. I could practically hear Ellie’s voice in my head: What are you waiting for, Sarah?

I thought about what Ellie would do in this situation. Ellie wouldn’t overthink it. Ellie would take what she wanted. The idea made my pulse quicken.

“Let’s skip the rest of the coffee,” I blurted out, my cheeks flushing. “Follow me.”

Adam raised an eyebrow but stood up immediately, leaving his coffee behind. I led him out of the cafe and down the corridor towards the bathrooms. My heart was thudding so loudly I was sure he could hear it. I pushed open the door to the disabled toilet and pulled him in after me, locking it behind us.

“I didn’t take you for the bold type,” Adam said.

“I’m not,” I admitted, stepping closer until I was pressed against him. “I’m just trying something new.”

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hands found my waist, pulling me tightly against him as his lips touched mine. The kiss was hot and urgent, his tongue slipping into my mouth, making me moan softly.

I reached down, fumbling with the buckle of his belt as his hands slid under my shirt, caressing the bare skin of my waist. When I finally freed him, his cock was already hard, straining against my hand as I stroked him.

Adam’s hands found the waistband of my jeans, and he made quick work of undoing them, sliding them down along with my knickers. I kicked them off and leaned back against the wall, spreading my legs slightly.

He knelt in front of me, his hands gripping my thighs as he buried his face between my legs. His tongue found my clit immediately, swirling around it in a way that made my knees go weak. I gasped, threading my fingers through his hair as he licked and sucked, building me up higher and higher until I was shaking. With a loud groan, I came, the heat rushing through my body and making me quiver with pleasure.

When he stood up again, his cock throbbing in his hand, I reached for him eagerly. He lifted me slightly, pressing me against the wall as he guided himself inside me. I gasped at the stretch, the feeling of him filling me.

Adam’s thrusts were slow and deliberate at first, his hands gripping my ass cheeks as he moved inside me. But as I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, he picked up the pace, slamming into me harder and faster up against the wall.

The sound of our bodies meeting echoed in the small space, mingling with my moans and his grunts. I could feel the pressure building inside me, the pleasure spreading through my entire body like fire.

“Fuck, Sarah,” he groaned..

“Don’t stop,” I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders. And when I came, it was explosive, my body trembling uncontrollably as I clenched around him.

He put me down on the floor and gently turned me around to face the mirror over the sink. “I want to watch myself fuck you,” he murmured.

I stuck my ass out for him, and he guided himself into me from behind. I watched us in the mirror, my mouth falling open with ecstasy as his cock thrust inside me. His hands grabbed my tits through my t-shirt, squeezing hard as he slammed into me.

The reflection of us in the mirror was turning me on; my flushed cheeks, my parted lips, and Adam behind me. His hands ran over my hips, steadying me as he thrust harder. Each motion sent shivers of pleasure up my spine, and I couldn’t help but keep my eyes locked on the image of us.

“Look at you,” Adam murmured. “You’re so beautiful.”

My hands gripped the edge of the sink as his rhythm quickened. “Don’t stop,” I whispered, my reflection meeting his eyes in the mirror. There was something thrilling about watching ourselves. I could feel the pressure building, an unstoppable tide rising inside me.

When the moment finally came, it was overwhelming. My body trembled, and I moaned loudly, my vision blurring as the pleasure peaked. Adam followed moments later, his movements slowing as he buried himself deep, and I felt him come inside me.

For a few seconds, neither of us moved, the room filled with only the sound of our heavy breathing. Then, with a soft laugh, Adam spun me round and wrapped his arms around me. I felt his cum leak out down my inner thigh.

“I wasn’t expecting coffee to end like this,” he laughed.

“Well, I guess we’ve got Ellie to thank,” I replied, standing on tiptoes to kiss him on the lips.


Chapter Seven




The next day, Ellie invited me round to her house after uni. When I rang the doorbell, her mum opened it with a cheerful smile. “Hello, dear,” she said warmly. “Ellie’s up in her room with another friend. Why don’t you head on up?”

“Thanks,” I said, stepping inside.

As I made my way through the kitchen, a rich, sweet aroma filled the air. I paused, intrigued. “What are you baking, Mrs Jenkins?”

“Brownies,” she said matter-of-factly, reaching for an oven glove. She opened the oven and carefully pulled out a tray, the top golden and slightly cracked.

“I think they’re just about done,” she added, prodding the surface gently before setting the tray down on the counter. “I’ll let them cool a bit and send some up for you girls later.”

“Oh… thanks,” I replied.

I climbed the stairs, my feet echoing on the polished wood. Ellie’s room was at the end of the corridor, right above the garage, and as I approached, I heard a distinct rhythmic banging. My steps slowed as I recognised the unmistakable sound of Ellie’s moans, each one punctuating the thuds like a filthy metronome.

I hesitated outside the door, unsure whether to knock or turn around and wait downstairs. But curiosity got the better of me. I knocked lightly, my heart racing.

The banging paused. “Come in!” Ellie called out, her voice out of breath but not in the least embarrassed.

I opened the door and went inside. Ellie was naked on the bed, lying on her back with her legs in the air. Between her legs was a skinny boy with dark, messy hair. As I entered, he resumed fucking her, his white ass pumping up and down as he thrust into her. Between his legs, I could see his balls hanging down and his sizable cock stretching Ellie’s cunt lips open as he penetrated her.

“Hello… ooh… Sarah…” Ellie gasped as he fucked her. I watched his muscles rippling in his back, a few beads of sweat running down to his ass. “This… ooh… is… Andy,” she managed to say.

I stood frozen in the doorway, my cheeks blazing. “Uh, I didn’t mean to interrupt…”

“You’re not interrupting,” she said, her grin widening and her eyes locked with mine as he fucked her.

But just then, her climax started to crest. Her legs wrapped tightly around him, and her nails dug into his back, leaving red scratch marks. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she let out a loud scream of pleasure as she came hard. He continued to fuck her through it and out the other side, until she went limp, throwing herself back onto the bed and panting heavily.

Andy withdrew. His cock was big, veiny and twitching. It was soaked with her essence. But they weren’t finished. “Just take a seat and watch,” grinned Ellie as Andy lay back on the bed, his erection pointing up at the ceiling.

“Ellie!” I said half scolding, half laughing. “You’re unbelievable.”

Ellie laughed, tossing her head back dramatically as she straddled Andy. “Oh, Sarah. It’s just a bit of fun.”

Shrugging, I walked over to the sofa in the corner of the room and flopped down into it, just as Ellie guided his cock between her hair-framed folds. He stretched her open again as she sank down, and I had a perfect view of his shaft going all the way inside her. Above, her tight little asshole looked back at me. Andy grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed, opening her ass slightly. She started to ride him, lifting up and slamming herself down on him with a loud moan each time.

Watching the two of them unashamedly fuck was very erotic, and I could feel my arousal pooling in my knickers. I couldn’t resist unzipping my jeans and slipping my hand inside, running it over my trimmed bush and between my own folds. As soon as it brushed over my clit, I let out a little moan of pleasure. Ellie glanced over her shoulder at me and smirked as she continued to ride Andy.

I circled my clit with my fingers, feeling the pressure start to build within me. I was surprised by just how much I was enjoying watching them, like it was my own private porno.

Andy’s fingers were digging into the soft skin of her cheeks, close to her asshole. I saw him move them nearer, stretching her tight rear entrance open. Then he scooped up a bead of her essence that was running down his shaft with one finger and put it in the centre of her ass. My heart started racing even more as he circled the tight ring of muscle, making it wet and then plunging his finger into her ass.

I was so shocked and turned on that I plunged my two middle fingers deep into my cunt and came hard, my body shaking with pleasure. My knickers were soaked through now, and I squirmed my hips to get my jeans and pants down to my knees. With the better access, I lay back and opened my legs, alternating between rubbing my swollen, sensitive clit and plunging my fingers deep into my cunt.

On the bed, Ellie was still riding Andy enthusiastically. He added a finger from the other hand to her asshole, stretching her open even more and making her moan loudly. She pressed herself down on him, taking him as deep as she could, and ground her clit on him.

“Mmm,” she moaned, before turning her head to look at me. “Do you want to watch him fuck my ass?” she asked.

I felt my heart race again with shock. “Okay,” I squeaked.

Ellie climbed off, his cock flopping out of her with a wet suction noise. Then she knelt on the bed with her ass up in the air and her face on the floral duvet. Her cunt lips were a deep pink now, swollen and wet. Between them, her vagina gaped wide open. But it wasn’t her vagina that Andy moved his cock to. Collecting up her wetness dripping from her pussy, he rubbed it on his cock and then pressed it against her rear entrance.

With one hard thrust, he pushed his cock into her ass, making it open up and stretch tight around his shaft. The sight was so shocking and erotic that I came right then, my cunt contracting on my fingers as my orgasm rushed through me and made me feel lightheaded.

Andy started to thrust into her, working his cock deeper into her ass with every thrust. Ellie’s moans increased in volume, one for every thrust, accompanied by occasional shouts of “Oh god,” “Oh fuck,” and “Fuck my tight ass.”

It wasn’t long before she came completely undone, burying her face in the pillows and screaming as her ass contracted on his dick. I came again, too, my own pussy a wet and swollen mess, my bush soaked through.

Andy started groaning too as he reached his own climax. He started pounding her even harder and let out one long, low moan. At the last second, he pulled out, and without even touching his cock, began ejaculating in huge rivers of white cum up her back.

When he finally stopped spurting cum all over her, he collapsed back onto the bed, panting. Ellie stayed kneeling. “Do us a favour,” she said, turning to me. “Can you grab that towel there and clean me up so it doesn’t go on the bed?”

I pulled my knickers and jeans up and did as she asked.

“So, who is this?” I asked, trying not to sound rude as I wiped the huge amounts of cum off her back.

“Andy,” she replied. “He’s an old friend, he just popped by.”

“Hi,” said Andy, giving me a half-wave. His big cock was still hard and wet between his legs. He gave it a few strokes.

“The fun thing about Andy,” she said, “Is that he doesn’t really have a refractory period.”

I frowned in confusion. “What’s that?”

“The time between being able to have sex. He can just keep going. I think our record is him coming eight times.”

My eyes widened. I was impressed.

“That was number three,” she said. Then she gave me a naughty smirk. “Why don’t you take number four?”

“Me? Fuck Andy?” I said, stalling for time. But I was seriously considering it. The sight of his thick, hard cock was making me aroused again.

“If you want to,” Ellie said. “Why not give him a kiss? He’s a really good kisser.”

Andy just lay there smirking at me with his dick in his hand.

I climbed on the bed between them and lay down next to Andy. His hand cupped my face, and he gently brought me closer until our lips touched. The gentle brushing of our lips sent a fire racing through my body, and my mouth opened, deepening the kiss as he pulled me closer. I felt my heart pounding and my breath coming hard and fast as his tongue explored mine.

While we kissed, Ellie unzipped my jeans and started struggling to pull them off. Eventually, she managed and then quickly whipped off my knickers too. As soon as they were off, Andy’s hand was between my legs, his fingers circling my clit. I moaned into his mouth, my whole body on fire with arousal. My hand went instinctively to his cock, and I wrapped my hand around it, feeling how thick and warm it was. I stroked him firmly, admiring how long and hard his dick was. There were no doubts now; I needed him to fuck me.

Ellie pulled my top off over my head and then unhooked my bra. I was fully naked, and Andy groped my breast enthusiastically with one hand as he fingered me with the other. He squeezed my nipple between his finger and thumb, and then I felt a warm, wet mouth on the other. Ellie was sucking my nipple. I moaned even louder at the different sensations. His fingers picked up pace, and suddenly I was coming, my body twisting and shaking as the orgasm wracked my body. Ellie sucked even harder, guiding me through it.

When my climax had finally washed over me, Andy moved between my legs. He lifted them up, hooking my knees behind his arms as he supported himself on the bed. His massive dick rested on my mound.

“I want to see you fuck her brains out,” said Ellie, sounding breathless like she was very turned on. She reached out and guided his cock to my spread-open hole. Andy thrust his hips forward and his big dick split me open, filling my cunt completely as he pushed it deep inside me. He started to slam into me, fucking me hard and filling the room with the sound of skin on skin, mixed with my loud moans.

“Oh god, she’s so fucking tight,” he groaned.

“Tighter than me?” asked Ellie.

“Fuck yeah,” panted Andy.

Ellie spread my folds open, watching intently where Andy penetrated me, before pressing two fingers on my clit and rubbing back and forth. With my legs back almost to my shoulders, he was fucking me deeper than I’d ever taken a cock before, leaving me breathless and spiralling higher and higher. Add Ellie’s fingers on my clit, and it was no surprise that I quickly climaxed, crying out as I felt the pleasure rush through my whole body. I felt my cunt spasming and milking his cock.

“Fuck, I’m… going to… come,” breathed Andy.

“Come in her,” ordered Ellie.

Andy closed his eyes and thrust even harder. I felt a warm, wet feeling deep inside my cunt as he flooded my insides.


Chapter Eight




Ellie’s mum had left a plate of brownies outside her door, with another plate over the top so Indiana Jones didn’t eat them. We ate them and had a cigarette on the bed, still naked. Ellie started getting very horny again. We both sucked Andy’s cock until he was hard once more, and then he fucked Ellie while I kissed her and played with her tits.

After he’d come in her, he turned to me. “Do you want me to fuck you again, too?” he asked politely.

I did, but there was something I couldn’t stop thinking about. “Actually,” I said. “You know when you… did it in her ass?”

“Yeah?”

“Can you try that with me?” My heart was pounding.

Ellie’s eyes lit up. “Oh yes,” she laughed. “I’ll get the lube.” She grabbed a jar of lube and scooped some onto her fingers.

She came and lay next to me, her hand going between my legs, but lower. I felt her fingers between my ass cheeks, circling my tight ring of muscles. “Lift your legs up,” she said.

I lifted my legs up, feeling myself open up slightly. She continued to rub me, the sensations unusual, but nice. Then I felt a pressure, and she slipped a finger in. I let out a little moan.

“Relax,” she whispered, kissing my neck. She started to fuck my ass with her finger. Andy moved closer and held my legs, spreading them and lifting them up more, watching closely. His cock was hard and throbbing again.

Ellie pushed a second finger in me. “Ooh, yes,” I gasped. “That feels so nice.” She stretched me open, and I felt my muscles relaxing. Andy guided his cock closer, and Ellie withdrew her fingers.

“Are you ready for him?” she asked, still holding me and nibbling at my ear.

“Yes,” I panted.

Andy pressed the head of his cock against my rear entrance and applied some pressure. I focused on relaxing, exhaling slowly as I felt the initial stretch, the head slipping past the resistance. “Fuck,” I gasped. My body adjusted, gripping him tightly in a way that felt both intense and wonderful.

He eased in deeper, inch by inch, pausing to let me acclimatise before continuing. The fullness took my breath away, and the intensity of the moment sent waves of sensation through me. Slowly, Andy began to move, his thrusts gentle at first, each one building the intensity as my body adjusted and the pleasure mounted.

"That's it, good girl," Ellie murmured softly, “You’re taking him so well. He’s fucking you in the ass.” She sounded so turned on by it.

My breaths turned into soft moans, then deeper gasps, my body surrendering completely to the intense sensations. He angled himself slightly, hitting a spot that made my legs tremble and my moans grow louder. It felt so good, it was almost overwhelming.

Ellie’s voice came again. “That’s it, babe. Let yourself go. You look so fucking sexy with his big dick in your ass.” Her words made my arousal skyrocket, her encouragement washing over me like fire.

The tension inside me coiled tighter and tighter, building with every thrust. Andy’s hands gripped my legs firmly, holding them back against my shoulders. His movements were strong and steady as the pressure became almost unbearable. A deep warmth spread from my core, radiating outward, until it finally exploded.

“Fuck!” I cried out, my whole body shaking as the climax overtook me. The waves of pleasure were unlike anything I’d ever felt, so intense they left me breathless. My muscles clenched around Andy, drawing a groan from him as he continued to move through my orgasm.

Ellie leaned in, her hand stroking my breasts as my body quivered in aftershocks. “That was so beautiful,” she whispered.

Andy picked up the pace again, “I’m going to come,” he announced.

“Come in her ass,” Ellie said.

Andy started fucking me even harder, his body slamming against mine. He was so deep inside me, I felt my climax building again. Suddenly, he groaned, banging me even harder. I felt the first wet warmth of him releasing inside me, and it sent me over the edge. My ass started contracting around his shaft as he pumped load after load into me. I screamed with pleasure, my whole body tingling and shaking as I came hard.


Chapter Nine




After Andy left, Ellie’s mum made us some food. We ate it with her, and then Ellie announced that she wanted to go to the pub.

We thanked her mum, grabbed our coats, and set off just as the sun was going down. The walk to the pub was supposed to be uneventful, but nothing ever stayed boring when Ellie was involved. We passed the golf club, and then as we rounded a corner, we saw a sprawling mansion lit up like a Christmas tree. The sound of laughter and clinking glasses spilled out onto the street.

“What’s this then?” Ellie said, stopping to peek through the open gates. A large banner over the front door read, Happy 20th Anniversary, Alice & Bob!

Ellie turned to me, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. “Shall we?”

“Ellie, we can’t just…”

“We can.” She grabbed my hand, dragging me up the long driveway before I could protest further.

The party was in full swing in the large garden. A marquee had been set up, and there was a huge buffet. On the central table, a massive framed photo of Alice and Bob, looking painfully posed and overdressed, stood on a table surrounded by white roses.

“Who’s bringing a giant photo of themselves to their own party?” Ellie whispered, stifling a laugh.

We sidled over to the bar, snagging two glasses of champagne as if we belonged there. Ellie wasted no time chatting with a group of well-dressed strangers, her natural charisma making them laugh within minutes. I sipped my drink, glancing around, until my eyes landed on Alice herself.

She was unmistakable. Her leopard-print dress clung to her ample curves, the neckline plunging so far that I was surprised not to see a hint of nipple. Her hair was big, and her makeup was even bigger; heavy eyeliner, bright red lipstick, and a layer of bronzer that gleamed in the light. She stood at the centre of a cluster of men, each one hanging on her every word. Her laugh was loud and theatrical, the kind that begged for attention.

Ellie nudged me, her eyes flicking towards Alice. “Would you look at her? She’s got them wrapped around her little finger.”

“She’s… confident,” I said, trying not to stare.

“Confident’s one word for it,” Ellie replied, smirking. “She looks like a right slag. Bet she’s got a few stories to tell. I feel sorry for Bob. I wonder where he is.”

We moved through the garden towards the house, chatting to a few more people, blending in just enough not to raise suspicion. “Let’s have a look around inside,” suggested Ellie.

“I’m not sure we should,” I said nervously, but followed her anyway. The kitchen was packed with people chatting and drinking, but Ellie headed upstairs, where it was dark and quiet. She opened a few doors until she found the master bedroom.

“Ellie, what are you doing?” I said, shocked as she marched right in.

“Just having a look,” she replied.

She started to open drawers, “Hey, look at this,” she said.

I moved closer. The drawer she had opened was absolutely packed full of dildos and vibrators, all different colours and sizes. “Jesus, Alice sure has a lot of toys,” Ellie said.

She closed the drawer and opened the one below. This one was full of lingerie.

“Ooh, what’s this?” smirked Ellie, pulling out a stack of Polaroid photos. She rifled through them, showing me as she went. They were mainly of Alice being fucked by various men, often two or three at a time. Most of the men were black.

“Looks like Alice and Bob have a little hobby,” laughed Ellie.

I snatched them off her and put them back in the drawer. “Ellie!” I said, “We mustn’t.”

“Don’t worry,” said Ellie, giggling, “Alice and Bob have just given me some relationship goals.” She closed the door, and I followed Ellie back into the corridor. She continued to look in each room until we paused outside the door at the end of the corridor.

Ellie turned to me, her eyes shining. Through the door, we could hear the sounds of loud fucking, the slap of skin on skin and a woman’s voice moaning with every thrust.

“Ellie, no,” I said hopelessly. But she was already quietly turning the handle. She opened the door a crack and peeped inside.

The room was a study, lined with bookcases. Through the crack in the door, I could see a middle-aged man. He had his trousers and pants down to his thighs so that we could see his firm, white bottom thrusting back and forth. In front of him, perched on the desk with her legs spread wide, was a pretty young woman about our age. She had blonde hair, and her huge breasts were slipping out of the top of her dress. Her knickers hung on one ankle as the man fucked her hard.

She looked over at us watching her, but she didn’t seem to mind. Her eyes were slightly glazed with ecstasy, and she just carried on being fucked and moaning with pleasure. The man half turned, and we recognised Bob from his photo.

Ellie carefully eased the door shut. “Fuck,” she laughed quietly, “It’s Julie.”

“Julie?”

“I went to school with her. Bob’s fucking an eighteen-year-old, the dirty bastard,” she smirked.

We went back to the party in the garden and Ellie helped herself to two more glasses of champagne. After a while, we saw Bob come out of the house. He looked around the garden until he spotted us and headed over.

“Fuck,” I said, “We’re in trouble now.”

“Maybe not,” smirked Ellie. “Let me handle this.”

“Ladies,” said Bob smoothly as he approached. “I don’t think we’ve been introduced.”

Ellie tilted her head, giving him a flirty smirk. “No, we haven’t. I’m Ellie, and this is Sarah. Lovely party, by the way.”

Bob’s eyes sparkled as he sized us up. Despite being at least forty-five, he was actually quite handsome, with just a few laughter lines around his eyes and some flecks of grey in his hair and beard. “Well, Ellie and Sarah, I can’t help but notice you’re not exactly on the guest list.”

Ellie raised her glass in a mock toast. “Oh, come on, Bob. We’re just here to celebrate your and Alice’s special day. As is my young friend Julie.”

Bob laughed, clearly not bothered in the slightest. “You’re bold. I like that. But you don’t need to worry about Julie, Alice doesn’t mind my… extracurricular activities. She has plenty of her own, too.”

“I bet,” smirked Ellie, giving him sexy eyes and sticking out her cleavage.

Bob leaned in slightly, his voice dropping. “So, how much of the house have you explored?”

Ellie shrugged. “Enough to know quite a bit about those activities.”

Bob’s eyebrows lifted, and for a moment, I thought he might call us out for snooping around. Instead, he laughed. “You know, the garden’s nice and all, but there’s a pool table in the games room. Care for a game?”

“Are you any good?” asked Ellie.

Bob stepped back, gesturing for us to follow. “Why don’t you come and find out?”

“Lead the way, Bob,” she said.

The games room was just as extravagant as the rest of the house, with a sleek pool table taking centre stage. On the walls were various film posters and memorabilia.

Bob grabbed a cue from the rack on the wall and offered it to Ellie. “Fancy a wager?”

Ellie raised an eyebrow. “What kind of wager?”

Bob’s grin widened. “You two versus me. Let’s just say the losers owe the winner a favour.”

Ellie took the cue from him, her fingers brushing his hand deliberately. “You’re on.”

Bob grinned as he racked up the balls. “Alright, ladies. Let’s see if you’ve got what it takes,” he said, chalking his cue.

I wasn’t too bad at pool myself, and between Ellie’s bold confidence and my careful shots, we made a strong team. Bob broke first, scattering the balls across the table with a satisfying crack. Ellie went next, pocketing a solid straight off the bat, then another. Every time she leaned over the table, her tits almost fell out of her top, and I could tell Bob was staring at them the whole time.

But Bob wasn’t about to let us win that easily. As the game went on, the tension built. Bob was annoyingly good, his shots precise and deliberate, but we managed to hold our own. Ellie and I worked together, cheering each other on

With just a tricky black ball left, Ellie lined up her final shot, her tongue poking out in concentration as she focused on the black ball. Bob stood back, arms crossed, a confident smirk playing on his lips.

She struck the cue ball cleanly, and the black ball doubled off a cushion. It slowed as it neared the pocket, wobbling on the edge for a moment that seemed to stretch forever, before finally dropping in. Ellie straightened, throwing her arms in the air triumphantly.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” Bob said, clapping slowly. “Good game, you’ve got some skills.”

Ellie rested her cue against the table, stepping closer to him. “Oh, I’ve got more skills than that,” she teased. She cast a quick glance at me before turning her full attention back to him. “Now, about that favour…”

With deliberate confidence, Ellie reached under her skirt, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers, and slid them down her legs. They pooled at her feet before she casually stepped out of them and walked over to the sofa by the wall. Bob’s eyes followed her every move, his mouth slightly open as she sat down, her skirt riding up high on her thighs. Slowly, teasingly, Ellie opened her legs, revealing her dark, luscious bush.

“Come on, Sarah,” she purred, “Bob’s going to pleasure both of us.”

My heart raced as I tried to process what was happening. But being around Ellie, I’d grown used to being swept up in her boldness. Taking a deep breath, I moved over to the sofa. My hands trembled slightly as I unbuttoned my jeans, sliding them and my knickers down in one swift motion. Kicking them off, I sat down next to Ellie, glancing at her for reassurance. She gave me a wicked smile before I opened my legs, exposing myself next to him.

Bob’s eyes were wide now as he stared at our two spread cunts. His tongue darted out to wet his lips.

“Come on, Bob,” giggled Ellie. “On your knees.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. Dropping to his knees in front of us, Bob positioned himself between Ellie’s legs first. His hands slid up her thighs as he leaned in, his mouth brushing against her folds. Ellie let out a soft moan as his tongue started working its magic, her fingers threading through his slicked-back hair. I watched, my body tingling with arousal at the sight of her pleasure.

Ellie caught my eye and grinned, reaching over to take my hand. “Fuck, he’s good,” she panted, her voice sounding thick with pleasure.

When Bob moved to me, his lips and tongue were warm and confident, exploring me enthusiastically. My head fell back against the sofa, a gasp escaping my lips as he teased and licked, alternating between slow, torturous strokes and quick, focused movements that made my toes curl. Ellie’s hand slipped up my top, squeezing my breast every time Bob brought a particularly loud moan out of me.

He alternated between the two of us, savouring every moment and clearly enjoying the effect he was having. When Bob added his fingers to his work, sliding them inside while his tongue circled our clits, the intensity was almost too much to bear.

Ellie let out a sharp cry, her body arching as she came first, her hips grinding against his face. Her climax seemed to spur him on, and he turned his attention back to me with renewed focus. Within moments, my own orgasm hit me like a wave, my body trembling as I gripped Ellie’s hand tightly.

Bob stood up, his lips glistening and his grin smug but satisfied. “I’d say that’s a favour well-repaid,” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Fair enough,” smirked Ellie. She reached up to his belt and started to undo it. “Now it’s your turn.”

She pulled his trousers down to his knees, revealing his tight briefs and the obvious, large bulge beneath.

“Nice,” she murmured, tracing a finger along the outline. I watched, my heart pounding.

She slid his pants down, releasing him. Bob’s cock sprang free, already hard and ready. He was also exceptionally big. Ellie raised an eyebrow, impressed. “Well, aren’t you full of surprises?”

Ellie wrapped her hand around him, stroking him from base to tip. I leaned forward, too, my hand joining Ellie’s around his thick shaft.

Bob groaned, “Fuck, you two are something else.”

Ellie leaned forward, her tongue darting out to swirl around the tip of his cock before taking him deep into her mouth. Her hand worked the base as her lips slid up and down. I concentrated on his balls, massaging them gently.

When Ellie pulled back, I moved in, taking his throbbing length as deep in my mouth as I dared, hollowing my cheeks and sucking hard on him. Bob’s moans grew louder, his hands threading through both our hair as we took turns pleasuring him.

But soon Ellie wanted more. She stood up and bent over the pool table, spreading her cheeks with her hands. “Fuck me,” she told Bob.

He moved behind her, guiding his cock to her opening and pushing hard inside. She let out a loud moan. He started to fuck her over the pool table, his firm ass clenching as he thrust back and forth. Ellie stretched her arms out onto the table and moaned happily with every thrust.

After a while, Bob pulled out. Ellie lifted her top over her head and unhooked her bra. Then she lay back on the sofa completely naked, her arms stretched above her head, showing off her hairy underarms. A teasing smile played on her lips as her legs fell open and exposed her glistening pussy.

He knelt between her legs, his large cock standing firmly to attention and his hands trailing up her thighs. Ellie’s wild, untamed nature was on full display, her thick, curly bush parted around her swollen pink lips. Her vagina gaped open, her wet arousal clearly visible.

“Fuck, Ellie,” Bob murmured, leaning down to kiss her neck as he lined himself up. Slowly, he pushed into her, and her back arched immediately, her hands gripping his shoulders.

“God, you’re so fucking big,” she gasped. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper inside her. Bob moved with deliberate intensity, savouring every reaction Ellie gave him, her moans, the way she clawed at his back, and the way her body trembled beneath him.

I watched from the side, my own body responding as I slipped my fingers inside my cunt. Bob started to fuck her harder, making her moan and cling to him even more. I could see his thick shaft stretching her lips tight around him, a bead of arousal escaping and dripping down her asshole.

Suddenly, her back arched even more, and she raked her fingers down his back as she came, screaming loudly. Her orgasm made her whole body shake as she came hard around his cock.

When Bob withdrew, Ellie lay sprawled on the sofa, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Her hair was a mess around her flushed face, and the hair between her legs was soaked and matted. Bob’s cock was still hard and throbbing, completely soaked with Ellie’s release. He turned his head, stroking himself as he caught my gaze.

"Your turn?" he asked.

I hesitated, but Ellie said, "Don’t keep him waiting," and pulled me onto the sofa next to her. I was already naked from the waist down, but Ellie helped me out of my top and bra. Bob’s fingers stroked gently over my nipples as he admired them. His big cock rested on my mound, and I could feel the weight and heat of it.

Ellie reached down, her fingers curling confidently around his dick. She gave it a slow, deliberate stroke before guiding it lower, letting the tip glide between my wet folds. I instinctively lifted my legs slightly, opening myself to him as I felt the swollen head pressing against my entrance.

Then he thrust into me, all the way in one long, slow motion.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, my head falling back against the sofa. The sheer size of him took my breath away, the way he filled me completely, making my body shiver with the intensity of it.

“Fuck,” I groaned again, my hands gripping the cushions as his final inches slid home, his balls pressing snugly against my ass. Every nerve in my body seemed to light up at once.

“He’s a big boy, isn’t he?” laughed Ellie, clearly amused at how his big dick was affecting me.

Bob paused, letting me adjust to the fullness, his hands gripping my hips firmly but gently. Then he started to fuck me. Each motion sent waves of pleasure radiating out from my cunt, building with an intensity that had me clinging to him.

“Good girl,” Ellie murmured, as her fingers teased my nipples.

Bob started to take me harder, each stroke hitting deeper and igniting every nerve in my body. I closed my eyes and let the sensations wash over me. Bob's pace quickened, and the intensity started to overwhelm me. My breathing grew quicker, and I felt myself tightening around him, the pressure building to an inevitable peak. His hands groped my breasts, his thrusts hitting just the right spot again and again, until…

“Fuck!” I cried out, the climax rushing through me like a wave, leaving me trembling and breathless. My vision blurred, the world narrowing to nothing but the electricity coursing through my body and the heat of his skin against mine. Ellie held me tightly, guiding me through the climax as my cunt clenched around Bob’s shaft.

He pulled out, his cock twitching. “I need to come,” he groaned. “Who wants it?”

Ellie quickly got on her knees, taking his cock in her mouth and bobbing her head enthusiastically, trying to make him come. I knelt next to her, leaning up to lick the base of his shaft and balls. Bob was already on the edge, and it didn’t take long. Suddenly, his cock moved with a firm throb, and a big, fat load of cum spurted out onto Ellie’s tongue. She wrapped her mouth around him and swallowed, and I saw his cock throb again.

She quickly took it out of her mouth and pointed it at me. I was just opening my mouth when he released another load, right across my face. I squealed in surprise. The next load landed mainly in my mouth. The rest of it pulsed out onto my tits.

“Ellie!” I complained in mock indignation.

Ellie just laughed and then licked the fat drops of cum off my face. Bob was just looking down at us with a big, satisfied smile on his face.


Chapter Ten




Back in the garden, the party was still in full swing. There was no danger of us being thrown out for gatecrashing now, and we mingled with the other guests until it got late. When we finally left, it was the early hours of the morning. We walked drunkenly, arm in arm, giggling and stumbling, our heels clicking against the pavement. By the time we reached Ellie’s house, my head was spinning, and I was laughing at nothing in particular.

Once inside, we kicked off our shoes and made our way upstairs. Ellie’s room was dimly lit, the soft glow of her bedside lamp casting warm shadows across the walls. She shut the door behind us, and without a word, she was on me, her lips capturing mine in a fiery kiss. The alcohol buzz mixed with the rush of her touch, and I felt my body ignite.

We tumbled onto her bed, shedding clothes with frantic urgency. Ellie’s hands were everywhere, stroking, teasing, igniting sparks wherever her fingers trailed. I gasped as she kissed her way down my body, her tongue tracing hot, wet lines across my skin.

Ellie’s laugh turned into soft gasps and breathless moans as I buried my face between her legs, kissing, licking and sucking at her. When she pushed me back against the pillows and slid between my legs, her mouth working its magic, I couldn’t hold back any longer. My cries filled the room as she made me come over and over.

By the time we collapsed into each other’s arms, exhausted and covered in sweat, the first hints of dawn were breaking through the curtains. We lay tangled and naked together, our breathing slowing as sleep finally claimed us.

I woke only a few hours later to the throbbing drumbeat of a pounding headache and a queasy churn in my stomach. The hangover hit with a vengeance, and I groaned, pulling the blanket over my head to block out the sunlight streaming through the curtains. Ellie, on the other hand, was a picture of maddening energy. She leapt out of bed, her naked body gleaming faintly in the light, and started rooting through her underwear drawer.

“Let’s go for a run,” she declared, her tone as bright and breezy as if we hadn’t downed enough champagne to sink a ship the night before. “It will cure your hangover.”

I cracked an eye open and squinted at her, bent over the drawers. I could see her hairy pussy from behind, through her legs. “Let’s fuck again instead,” I said, feeling a flush of arousal through my foggy brain.

Ellie ignored me, pulling out a pair of knickers. “You can fuck me after,” she teased, tossing a pair of tiny Adidas shorts and a vest top at my head. “Come on, lazybones, you can borrow my running stuff.”

The idea of jogging made my stomach turn, but Ellie was already pulling on her own shorts and tying her trainers. There was no escaping her boundless energy. With a heavy sigh, I hauled myself out of bed, wincing at the dull throb behind my eyes. The borrowed clothes were snug, especially the sports bra and vest top; my breasts were a lot bigger than Ellie’s.

“You look hot,” she said, giving my ass a playful slap.

We headed out, the early morning air cool against my skin. The golf course stretched out before us, mist clinging to the dewy grass, the perfect picture of serenity. Ellie took off like a rocket, her ponytail bouncing with every step. I lagged behind, already regretting every life choice that had led to this moment. My head throbbed with each footstep, and my stomach threatened rebellion with every breath.

“Come on!” Ellie called over her shoulder, barely out of breath.

“I’m dying,” I gasped, trying to stop my tits from falling out of the tiny top.

She slowed just enough to loop back around me, her laughter light and infuriating. “You’ll feel better once you get moving,” she said, jogging backwards to face me. We carried on around the golf course, drawing lecherous looks from the old men playing golf as we jogged past with our breasts bouncing and our tight shorts.

By the time we’d completed a lap of the golf course, I was convinced I might actually vomit. The vest top had a big sweat patch all down my back, and I could feel sweat beading down my sides from my armpits. Ellie, of course, looked like she’d just come off the cover of Runner’s World.

Suddenly, Ellie stopped outside a large house not far from her home. My stomach churned, and I bent over, vomiting into one of the potted plants that flanked the gate.

“Better out than in,” said Ellie cheerfully.

I looked up, wiping my mouth. “Hang on,” I said, “Isn’t this Bob’s house, where the party was last night?”

“Oh, what a coincidence,” she said, her tone dripping with mock innocence.

“Ellie, no,” I groaned, already knowing what was coming.

She ignored me, opening the gate and striding up the path. The garden was a tip; every bench and table covered in wine glasses, empty bottles, and overflowing ashtrays. A couple of cleaning ladies moved through the detritus, sweeping things into black plastic bags. As I watched, one of them used a metal litter picker to pull a used condom out of a hedge.

“What are you doing?” I hissed, hurrying after Ellie.

She smirked at me over her shoulder as she rang the doorbell. “Relax. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about his big, fat cock. I’m just going to say I lost an earring. Totally plausible.”

Before I could argue further, the door swung open, and there stood Bob, looking distinctly dishevelled. His hair was messy, his eyes were bleary, and he was wearing a very short dressing gown that barely covered anything.

“Ladies,” he said, his voice thick with sleep, though a slow smile spread across his face when he saw us. “To what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?”

“Hi, Bob!” Ellie said brightly, as if this was the most normal thing in the world. “I think I might’ve dropped one of my earrings here last night. Do you mind if we have a quick look?”

Bob’s gaze flicked between us, his smile widening. “Of course. Come on in,” he said, stepping back to let us through. The dressing gown shifted as he moved, and I caught a glimpse of his dick swinging between his legs. It was impressive even when soft.

“Where’s Alice?” asked Ellie, breezing past him into the house. I reluctantly followed, my face burning with embarrassment. The kitchen was a mess, with empty wine bottles and glasses from the party still littering the counters.

“Still in bed,” said Bob, “I think she had too much to drink.”

“That makes two of us,” I said, feeling a little less nauseous after actually being sick, but my head still pounded.

“Great party though,” Ellie said, hopping up onto the breakfast bar. She found a half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray and lit it. Then she opened her legs slightly, and I could see the outline of her pussy through her tight gym shorts. She gave Bob a slow, suggestive smile. “We’ve just been for a run.”

Bob leaned against the counter, his arms folded, watching her. “I guessed you both look… sweaty.”

“There’s nothing wrong with sweaty girls, though, is there, Bob?” she said, flirting with him.

“Oh, definitely not,” smirked Bob. His eyes drank us in. Suddenly, I realised his big, hard cock was poking out of the gap in the dressing gown.

“Oh, Bob!” said Ellie in mock horror, putting her hand over her mouth.

“Don’t give me that,” laughed Bob, “I know why you’re here. Now get on your knees.”

With her eyes shining, Ellie hopped off the counter and knelt before him. She untied the dressing gown and let it fall open, his impressive cock standing straight up. Slowly, she ran her tongue all the way up his shaft until she reached the tip, then she took it in her mouth. Bob let out a sigh of pleasure. She bobbed her head up and down, sucking him and stroking the shaft with one hand. I was just standing there watching, my knickers damp with arousal as well as sweat now.

Ellie took his cock out of her mouth and looked up at me. “Take your knickers off and sit on the counter,” she ordered. I was so horny I did as I was told, slipping the shorts and knickers off over my hips and stepping out of them. Bob eyed my bush hungrily. I bounced up onto the counter and spread my legs. Bob leaned over and licked up my thigh to the edge of my mound, tasting the sweat that pooled there. That made my gaping cunt ache with desire.

Bob kissed me all around my mound as Ellie continued to suck him from the floor. Finally, he moved to my swollen clit, licking it firmly. I moaned loudly with pleasure, throwing my head back.

After a while, Ellie stood up, her hand still wrapped around his dick. “We missed your big cock, Bob,” she said. Her gaze fell on my spread pussy. “I want to watch you fuck Sarah.”

Luckily, that’s what Bob and I also wanted. Bob moved closer, and Ellie used her hand to guide his cock between my folds. I was so wet and aroused that he slid inside me easily, even though his cock was so thick it stretched me wide open.

“God, your cock’s so big,” murmured Ellie, watching closely where he penetrated me, my lips gripping him tightly. He started to fuck me, the pleasure flowing through me so intense that all thoughts of a hangover left my mind. Every thrust filled me completely, sending shockwaves through my entire body. I could feel every inch of him as he slid in and out, his cock hitting all the right spots deep inside me.

My moans grew louder, and I reached up to grip his shoulders, pulling him closer. “Harder,” I whispered.

He obliged, his hips slamming into me, his balls slapping against me with every thrust. The sound of our bodies coming together filled the messy kitchen, mingling with Ellie’s soft gasps as she touched herself.

Ellie leaned down, running her fingers over where Bob and I were joined, collecting my arousal on her fingertips. She brought them to her lips, sucking them clean with a satisfied hum. “You look so fucking good together,” she said, her cheeks flushed.

Bob’s pace quickened, his thrusts deep and relentless. My orgasm built rapidly, the pressure coiling tightly in my belly. “Oh, fuck, I’m gonna come,” I cried out, my nails digging into his shoulder.

With one final thrust, I shattered, my climax crashing over me in waves. My body trembled uncontrollably as the pleasure consumed me, my pussy clenching tightly around his cock. But he didn’t stop, still fucking me and prolonging the pleasure until I was completely spent.

Bob pulled out of me, leaving my body throbbing and empty, my lips still slick and gaping from his thick cock. I slumped against the counter for a moment, catching my breath, my mind hazy with satisfaction but still craving more. Beside me, Ellie grinned wickedly, already stripped naked and clearly ready for her turn.

She bent over the counter without hesitation, arched her back and wiggled her ass at Bob. "Come on, big boy," she teased, reaching back to spread herself open for him. "Give it to me."

Bob stepped up behind her, gripping her hips firmly, his cock glistening and ready. He lined himself up, sliding into her with one smooth thrust. Ellie cried out, her voice echoing through the room, her fingers curling around the edge of the counter for support.

"Fuck yes," she groaned, her breasts pressed against the cold surface as Bob began to move. His thrusts were deep and powerful, each one making her body jerk against the counter. The sound of their bodies coming together filled the room, mingling with Ellie's moans and gasps of pleasure.

I watched them, my body still tingling and alive with arousal. My hand instinctively moved between my legs, my fingers slipping over my slick folds as I watched Bob take Ellie with raw intensity.

After a while, I saw his thumb move to her tight asshole and circle the ring of muscles there. “Do you like it in the ass, baby?” he growled.

“Oh yes,” she panted, still out of breath from being fucked.

Bob grinned and carried on thrusting into her. But now, he pressed harder with his thumb until her ass opened up and swallowed it.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, panting even heavier. “Fuck my ass.”

I felt my own heart pounding as I watched him guide his cock to her asshole. His dick was slick with her essence, and he pressed the head against her opening. With a little pressure, it slipped inside. Ellie gripped the counter tightly. With gentle thrusts, Bob worked his way deeper inside her. Ellie was squirming all over the place, clearly on the edge of coming.

With one final thrust, Bob got his dick all the way inside her. Ellie let out a loud howl of ecstasy and came hard, her legs shaking like crazy. I could see her ass was contracting on his shaft. With a couple more thrusts, Bob completely lost it, groaning loudly and slamming into her as he came in her ass.

Panting heavily, he kept himself buried in her as he throbbed with release. “Oh my god, your ass is so tight, that feels so good,” he gasped. He pulled out slowly, and cum ran out and down her legs. Ellie just lay motionless, facedown on the counter, a blissful smile on her face.

Just then, Alice walked into the kitchen. She was wearing a short nightie, not quite long enough to cover her bush, and her huge breasts jiggled unsupported behind the sheer fabric. She walked right past Ellie, bent over the counter with cum running down her legs, and past me, spread open on the counter with my fingers in my cunt.

“Good morning, darling,” she said breezily as she went over and turned the coffee machine on. “Are these the gatecrashers from last night that you were telling me about?”


Epilogue




That was the beginning of my friendship with Ellie, a bond forged in chaos, laughter, and lust. From then on, we were inseparable, partners in crime and pleasure. She taught me to embrace the wild side of life, to let go of the inhibitions that once held me back, and to lean into the electric thrill of living fully. She was a bad influence on me, but in the best possible way.

Life with Ellie was anything but ordinary. Every day with her felt like a new adventure. Whether it was sneaking into places we didn’t belong, exploring new pleasures, or simply lying in bed fucking for hours, there was never a dull moment.

But that was just the beginning. There’s so much more to tell about the people we met, the adventures we had, and even, eventually, about love. Our story doesn’t end here. In fact, it’s only just getting started.

THE END
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Chapter One




Jason left the job centre with his usual feelings of hopelessness. There was nothing new that he was in any way qualified for. Not that he was really qualified for much. Two years had passed since he had left college, and he hadn’t even had an interview. Maybe his brother was right, and he’d have to start dealing.

The thing was, Jason had bigger aspirations than making a few quid selling weed on the street corner of the estate. He wanted to make something of his life. He wanted to get out of this shithole for a start.

It was a new decade, and the eighties were behind them. It was nearly summer, but Jason just felt despair. Entering the council estate, he walked past the shuttered chippy, covered in graffiti, and lit a Benson and Hedges. Taking a long draw of the cigarette, he exhaled the smoke into the air of the grey afternoon. A lad in a shell suit skidded to a halt in front of him on his BMX.

“Oi, mate, giv us a fag,” he said.

“Fuck off,” said Jason, pushing past him and heading towards home, his head down.

“‘Ere, I know you,” called the lad from behind him, "You shagged me sister, didn't ya?"

“Probably,” Jason replied. He had no idea who he was.

“Yeah, you’re Jason,” he said, following him on his BMX, "She reckons you've got a massive knob."

Jason stopped and confronted him, “Who’s your sister then?” he asked. He’d fucked a lot of girls recently. There was fuck all else to do around here, and the girls on the estate were practically on heat.

“Rita,” said the kid. Then, when Jason continued looking blank, he added, “Works in the hairdressers on the high street, yeah?”

Oh, that girl, thought Jason. He’d fucked her in the toilets at the Weatherspoons one evening a few weeks ago. She wasn’t particularly attractive and overweight besides, but in his defence, he had been very pissed.

Still, he allowed himself a smile as he recalled the encounter. He’d pulled her knickers down and fucked her from behind over the toilet, pounding her fat ass for a good couple of minutes before filling her with cum. There’d been someone watching over the cubicle wall if he recalled correctly. Maybe not one of his proudest moments, but it was nice she was going around telling everyone he had a big cock. And she did have the most enormous tits.

In a fit of benevolence, he gave the lad a cigarette. "Tell yer sister she can come round my place for another go if she fancies," he said, "Now piss off."

Picking his way around the piles of bin bags outside his block of flats, he headed inside. The lift was still out of order, some rude graffiti about Thatcher sprayed across the doors. It was ten flights of piss-stained stairs up to his council flat. On the tenth-floor walkway, he was nearly home when he spotted his new next-door neighbour, leaning on the balcony and smoking what smelled like a joint.

Donna was the same age as Jason; he remembered her from school. She had recently moved into the flats with her alcoholic mother. Her blonde hair was tied up in a tight ponytail, and her face was marred by acne scars, but she had a certain attractiveness. As usual, she was wearing a matching Fila tracksuit. The top was unzipped, and her white sports top underneath hinted at sizable breasts. She wore a couple of gold chains around her neck and big hoop earrings. Jason had already wanked off to the thought of her big tits a few times.

She flashed him a warm smile. "Hi, Jason," she said. "Any joy at the job centre?"

"Nah, bugger all," he replied with a sigh. “Two’s on that joint.”

She offered him the joint, and he leaned on the balcony next to her, taking a long draw and exhaling the smoke over the side.

"What d'ya do for work then, Donna?" he asked.

"Cleaning," she replied, taking the joint from his hand for another drag. "I work mornings for this company, cleaning for rich folk. You should see some of the places I clean. This morning's gaff even had a fuckin’ pool."

“Imagin’ having that much money,” he said with a sigh.

Donna finished the joint and flicked the end over the edge of the balcony. She turned to Jason, "You know, smoking proper gets me horny.”

Jason felt a rush of blood to his cock. Fuck, was she coming on to him? He took another good look at her. She was really pretty, despite her skin being less than perfect. And her breasts were something else. She moved slightly closer to him.

“You got a boyfriend then?” he asked awkwardly.

"I'm not one for settling down," she replied, pausing before continuing. "You know, I was at the hairdresser's the other day, and your name cropped up."

“Oh?”

“Yeah, my hairdresser was very complimentary about you,” she said with a smile.

“Hah, Rita seems to be giving me a reputation,” Jason laughed. “We only did it once.”

"So, do you fancy a shag then, or not?" she asked abruptly.

Two minutes later, they were in Jason’s kitchen, and she pressed him against the small table covered in empty cans of Strongbow and overflowing ashtrays. Her tongue entered his mouth and kissed him passionately, the taste of the weed lingering on her lips.

Donna slid her hand into the elasticated waist of his tracksuit bottoms, wrapping her fingers around his thick cock. She pulled it out and started stroking him, making him fully hard. “Fuck, that’s a big one,” she whispered, before kissing him again.

It felt fantastic having her stroking his cock, and he slipped his hand inside her knickers in return. His hand slid over a thick, luscious bush and between her folds. Her slit was wet, and he pushed two fingers inside her, making her moan into his mouth.

He fingered her for a bit, and then she pulled away, turning round and sliding her tracksuit and knickers all the way down to the floor. She bent over the table and offered her beautiful ass to him. “Fuck me hard,” she ordered.

Jason didn’t need asking twice, and he spread her cheeks with his hands, admiring the view from behind. Her open cunt was so wet that the curly hair around the opening was matted and soaked. He was rock hard, and he guided his aching cock inside her tight pussy, thrusting all the way in one movement until his body was pressed up against her ass.

“Fuuuck!” Donna cried out loudly as he penetrated her. Then he started to fuck her as hard as he could, thrusting his cock into her and making her moan loudly in time to each movement of his hips.

Grabbing hold of her ponytail with one hand, he pulled her hair, making her arch her back and moan even louder. “Oh yes, fuck me harder,” she begged as he pounded into her. Sensing she wanted it even rougher, he pulled her closer, letting go of the ponytail and putting his hand on her chest. He held her against him as he tried to thrust up inside her even harder and deeper.

“Oh my God,” she screamed, and let out a long, loud cry as an intense orgasm washed over her, making her shake and go weak at the knees. Jason couldn’t hold back any longer either, and he felt himself release inside her, flooding her with his cum.

Both feeling weak, they collapsed into the basic wood chairs around the table. Donna’s legs were open, and Jason watched as his cum dripped out of her and pooled on the chair, matting her pubic hair even more. His cock throbbed and pulsed as it softened slightly. They were both panting heavily as they regarded each other.

"Cuppa tea?" asked Jason.

"Yeah, cheers," she replied.

Jason pulled his trousers back up and tried to find two clean cups. Donna hadn’t taken her top off while they fucked, and now she just wandered around his kitchen without anything on her bottom half. Jason couldn’t help but keep glancing at the beautiful hairy triangle between her legs. She sparked up a cigarette and leaned against the wall while he made the tea.

"So, my hairdresser was spot on then," she remarked after a pause.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah," she confirmed.

They fell into silence until the tea was brewed. Once they sat at the table and finished their cups, Donna broke the silence, "Up for another round?"

"Alright," Jason replied with a nod.

They fucked four times that first day, and five times the next day. They hardly left his flat, except to get food from the chippy or the kebab shop. Or packets of crisps from the tobacconist.

Donna liked it hard and rough, and by the end of the second day, Jason was exhausted. They’d fucked everywhere in his flat. In the bedroom, of course, before spending the night together. They’d done it in the middle of the night and in the morning. They’d fucked on the filthy sofa, with Donna bent over the arm. They’d fucked in the kitchen several times, including with Donna on the countertop, her legs open and welcoming. They’d even fucked in his tiny shower with its pathetic dribble of water.

He’d taken her from behind most of the time, that seemed to be her preference, but they’d also fucked with Jason on top, between her legs. And on the evening of the second day, she must have sensed how physically tired he was, and she rode him for a good thirty minutes until he filled her with cum yet again.

The next morning, Jason awoke to the feeling of Donna sucking his morning wood. He moaned happily and rolled onto his back so she could stroke and lick him more easily. She wanked him hard until he ejaculated over his own stomach. Then she got out of bed and started getting dressed. He watched her naked body as she moved around the room, her huge breasts swinging about as she looked for her bra.

"Where you off to?" he inquired.

"I gotta work this morning," she informed him. "I'll be back by two, ready for your stiff cock."

When she had gone, the flat seemed strangely quiet. It had only been two days, and it already felt like something was missing when she wasn’t there. They hadn’t mentioned anything about going steady; he knew it was just a casual thing. Although she hadn’t been home for two days and she only lived next door.

Thinking back over all the sex they’d had, he found himself getting hard again. He pulled his box of porn magazines out from under the bed and rifled through them to find a hardcore European one. Then he flipped through, looking at all the girls getting fucked in their hairy pussies and stroking his cock. Fuck, Donna was amazing in bed. She was really open about what she wanted, and he felt like they’d only scratched the surface of what they were going to get up to together.

When Donna came back, she found Jason stroking his cock to a hardcore Dutch magazine. “What’s this, Jason?” she said in mock indignation, “Are you being a naughty boy?”

She picked up the magazine and flicked through it. It was one of his dirtiest, illegal in England, of course. She looked at a full page spread of a girl having her ass fucked by a guy with a pornstar moustache. “You dirty fucker,” she laughed.

Donna reached out and started stroking Jason’s cock, “You know you’re bigger than all the guys in this jazz mag,” she said, “Maybe you should consider bein' a pornstar.”

“Shut it and take your clothes off,” he told her, already removing her top. He unhooked her bra, setting her ample breasts free. She was sweaty from work, but that just turned him on even more. He pulled her trousers and knickers off and got between her legs. He’d been edging all morning, and it felt amazing to finally sink his cock into her cunt, feeling her tight, wet walls embrace him.

He was already on the edge, and didn’t last long. In record time, he felt his cock pulsing as he filled her with cum yet again.

After, when they were lying sweaty and naked on the bed, still panting hard, Donna had something to tell him. "So, Mrs P, the one I cleaned for today, I've got quite friendly with her, and she asked me to babysit her kids this evenin'," she said.

"Yeah?" Jason responded. "Does it pay well?"

"Proper good, and she mentioned I could bring my boyfriend along for movie night if I fancy. The kids'll be fast asleep by the time we arrive."

"Oh, sound. Do I know your boyfriend?" he joked.

Donna playfully nudged him, "It's you, you daft git."

Jason grinned. He liked the thought of being Donna’s boyfriend.

"And there's... somethin' I wanna show ya," she added, her tone suggestive. "Somethin' naughty and shockin’."

Jason was intrigued, but she wouldn’t say any more.


Chapter Two




They caught the bus to the nice side of town and arrived at Mrs P’s just after eight. It was a huge Victorian family home that must have been worth a lot of money. On the back of the house was a large glass extension overlooking the garden and outdoor swimming pool.

As promised, the kids were already in bed, and Mrs P was bustling about getting ready to go out. She was a stunning, voluptuous woman in her early fifties, with flowing ginger locks and a large chest covered in freckles. There was no sign of her husband.

“He works away,” whispered Donna to Jason when Mrs P was out of the room.

"Oh yeah?" Jason responded with a smirk. "I wonder who she's gonna meet in that skimpy dress then." It was indeed revealing; her ample breasts nearly spilled out of it.

"She's definitely cheatin' on him," Donna said with a sly smile. "I'm certain of it. You'll see later."

Once Mrs P had left, they put a movie on. But soon they were making out on the sofa, hands wandering. "Are you gonna let me in on this secret then?" asked Jason, his hand in Donna’s top, gently circling her nipple and making her moan quietly.

“Alright,” she said, removing his hand and heading to the drinks cabinet. She started removing bottles of alcohol until she could access the back of it. There, she pulled out an unmarked VHS tape. "You won't believe what's on this," she said with a mischievous grin.

Ejecting the Top Gun video they had been watching, she put the new tape in and pressed play. Then she settled back on the sofa with Jason.

The screen showed a bedroom from a fixed camera, focused on the bed. The quality was poor, and the picture rolled up a few times as the tape stabilised. “What is this?” asked Jason. But Donna didn’t answer.

A woman came into view on the screen, wearing only lingerie. She was middle-aged, quite chubby, and had enormous breasts. The picture quality was terrible and the colour desaturated, but Jason suddenly realised that her flowing hair was ginger.

“Fuck, is that…” he said.

“Yep, it’s Mrs P,” laughed Donna.

"Holy fuck, should we really be watchin' this?" Jason asked, feeling a bit uneasy.

"Oh, it gets way more interestin'," Donna replied, as they watched Mrs P reclining on the bed on the screen.

A tall black gentleman entered the frame. He was naked, his large erect cock pointing upwards as he knelt on the end of the bed. Mrs P slipped her hand inside her knickers and started touching herself, her back arching in pleasure, her legs open as the man watched.

Jason felt his own cock start to stiffen in his trousers. Donna reached over and started to rub his bulge.

In the video, the black man had removed Mrs P’s knickers and had buried his face between her legs, lapping at her thick ginger bush. Jason slipped his hand into Donna’s knickers and ran a finger up her slit, feeling how soaking wet she was.

The man was finger fucking Mrs P now, his mouth working on her clit. There was no sound, but Jason could tell she reached an orgasm as her whole body started shaking and she gripped his head with her hands. Jason collected up some of Donna’s wetness on his fingers and started to circle her swollen clit. “Oh God,” she moaned softly, her eyes still fixed on the screen.

Removing her bra, Mrs P revealed her enormous breasts on the screen. The man moved between her legs, holding his big cock as he slid it inside her cunt. They started fucking furiously. Donna climaxed on his fingers, squeezing Jason’s cock hard as she came.

Donna quickly removed her tracksuit and knickers and knelt on the floor in front of the TV, watching as Mrs P got fucked hard by the mysterious man. Jason knelt behind her and pressed his cock into her open cunt. He held Donna’s hips and started to fuck her hard, all the while watching the couple on the screen. Her thick white juices collected on the base of his cock as he screwed her. Donna seemed even more turned on than usual, and she soon climaxed again.

On the screen, Mrs P was taking it from behind now too, her large, saggy breasts flapping about like crazy. Jason continued to fuck Donna in the same way, thrusting as hard and deep as he could inside her.

The man on TV reached his climax, his thrusts becoming erratic. He withdrew and held his cock as Mrs P spun round and offered up her breasts to him. Finally reaching his release, he ejaculated all over her face and tits, coating her in streams of cum.

“Do that to me,” Donna panted breathlessly, turning round and offering up her own tits. Jason let himself go and watched as huge amounts of cum sprayed out of his cock all over her.

As they cleaned themselves up, the video continued to run. Donna was about to turn it off when something caught Jason’s eye. “Wait,” he said.

They watched as Mrs P, still naked and covered in cum, opened up her purse and pulled out a wad of notes. She handed them to the black man, and he flicked through them, checking how much there was.

“Fucking hell,” said Donna, “There must be several hundred quid there.”

"At least," agreed Jason, "Maybe five hundred. Bloody hell, she's payin' him to shag her?"

"Oh my God," Donna gasped, "I hadn't clocked that when I watched this earlier. And there's loads more videos stashed back there. What the fuck?"

Donna rewound the video to the beginning and stashed it back in the drinks cabinet. "You know," she said, pulling her knickers up over her hips, "That bloke made a right load of cash for bugger all work."

“Hah, the dream job!” said Jason.

Donna stood there in just her knickers, eyeing him up. "What?" he asked.

“Well, why not, babe?” she suggested. “Your cock's even bigger than that bloke's in the video. And we could do with the cash,” she added, moving over to sit on his lap on the sofa, her ample breasts pressing against his chest.

“Are you serious?” Jason exclaimed. "How would I even begin to find someone willing to pay for that?"

Donna planted a kiss on his cheek. "Don't worry 'bout that," she reassured him. "I'll be your business partner, find you the punters, and we'll split the cash fifty-fifty."

"You wanna be my pimp?" Jason laughed.

"I think the correct term is Madam," she retorted, pushing her tongue into his mouth and kissing him passionately. She was breathing heavily again, and Jason felt his cock getting hard again as she grinded her ass on him.

"Wouldn't you be jealous?" Jason asked when they came up for air.

"Not at all," said Donna, her hand moving to his hard cock. She seemed flushed and horny again. "The thought of you shagging some rich middle-aged slag is makin' me wet."

She pulled her knickers to the side and sank down onto his cock.


Chapter Three




By the weekend, Jason had forgotten all about Donna’s suggestion. He hadn’t taken her seriously anyway. They were sitting in Jason’s flat watching the football results on Grandstand when the phone rang. Jason was about to get up off the sofa to answer it, but Donna jumped up quickly to pick up the handset. He was a bit surprised; this was his flat after all. Why would Donna be expecting a call?

“Hi, Donna speaking,” she said, picking up the base of the phone and heading into the kitchen. “Hello, thanks for calling,” he heard her say. The phone lead wasn’t long enough for her to get fully into the kitchen, so she leaned in the doorway, trying to stop him from listening, but he could still hear every word.

“Of course, exactly like I told you… It’s five hundred for an hour… Tuesday lunchtime? Let me just check the diary,” she paused, standing there holding the phone and counting to ten under her breath. “Yes, you’re in luck, he has a spare slot on Tuesday… 1 pm, I’ll book you in… Thanks for calling, Mrs P… Yes, discretion is our watchword, of course… goodbye…”

Donna hung up the phone and bounced back into the room, meeting Jason's bemused look with a massive grin. "Yes!" she exclaimed. "I've got your first punter."

"My first what?" Jason said, clearly confused.

"You're shagging Mrs P for five hundred quid on Tuesday!" she screamed in excitement, leaping onto him and giving him a big kiss on the lips.

“Holy fuck, that’s like… more than ten weeks of unemployment benefit… how?” asked Jason in surprise.

"Well, I've been dropping hints all week," Donna explained, clearly proud of herself and eager to share the story. "I told her I had another job as a receptionist for a top-class escort agency. I dropped hints about meeting you, saying you were a new escort with a massive cock, and how all your clients loved you. Eventually, she asked me for the agency's number. So I gave her yours. Can't have her calling my flat with my mum always off her head."

Jason stared at her in disbelief. "Donna, I'm not sure about this..." he started.

"Shut up," she interrupted him, her tone insistent. "This could be our big break. Both of us. Fifty-fifty, remember." She pressed her breasts against him, and he could feel her arousal building again.

Before long, they were both naked, with Donna straddling him on the sofa, moaning as he entered her wet pussy. She rode him eagerly, her breasts bouncing as she moved. "You're gonna fuck that rich bitch so hard," she moaned in his ear, "And then you'll come home and tell me all about it, every filthy detail." She climaxed, shaking with ecstasy as her tight walls gripped his cock.

And so, on Tuesday lunchtime, Jason found himself ringing on the doorbell of Mrs P’s family home. Donna had made him wear his smartest clothes: tight black jeans and an open-necked shirt. He’d felt a right idiot on the bus ride over.

The door opened, and he saw Mrs P standing there. She was wearing a silk dressing gown tied at the waist, her huge tits almost falling out of it. She glanced down at the bulge in his tight jeans and smiled. "Darling! Do come in," she exclaimed.

He trailed behind her into the kitchen, mesmerised by the sway of her elegant figure in the silk dressing gown. “Lovely house, Mrs P,” he said awkwardly, trying to make conversation.

"Please, call me Gloria," she insisted with a gracious smile. “Can I get you a drink? Or shall we go upstairs? We only have an hour after all.”

They went to the bedroom, and Gloria slipped off her dressing gown. It fell to the floor, revealing her enormous breasts that hung down to her stomach. She was completely naked. Between her legs was a wild thatch of ginger hair. Although she was in her early fifties and quite chubby, she still looked great to Jason; he actually had quite a thing for older women.

Gloria climbed onto the bed and opened her legs. Jason could see how wet and open she was, her large, swollen folds glistened between the hair. She slid a couple of fingers into her wetness and moaned. “Strip for me, Jason,” she ordered.

Feeling self-conscious, Jason began to remove his clothes. Gloria watched, fingering herself as he stripped off his shirt, casting it aside. He slid his jeans down, leaving just his tight underwear bulging with his growing erection.

Gloria was circling her clit now, moaning even more as she watched. Jason noticed that a thick drip of her white juice was running down over her darker asshole. “Show me your cock,” she said. Jason hooked his fingers in his pants, letting them drop to the floor, and his hard cock sprang free.

"Goodness!" moaned Gloria, “Donna was right, it’s huge. Come closer.”

Jason walked to the side of the bed, and she grabbed his cock with her free hand. Stroking it, she pulled him closer and into her mouth. Then she started sucking his cock, getting his big member surprisingly deep into her throat. All the while, she was fingering herself and rubbing her clit.

Suddenly, she took his cock out of his mouth and let out a loud cry as she came. The cry turned into a long moan, and she clamped her thighs over her hand, shaking as she rode out her orgasm.

When she regained her composure, she said, "Now, take me."

He climbed on the bed and moved between her open legs. Her cunt was even more flushed and swollen. It gaped open, and he slid inside her. She wasn’t tight like Donna, and he easily entered her all the way. He began to fuck her, making her cry out with every thrust of his hips. It felt so good, he couldn’t believe he was being paid to do this.

Over the course of the next thirty minutes, Jason fucked her hard, working up a sweat. She came with him on top, and then again when he took her from behind. Every new position she worked up to an orgasm, and then they switched. When she rode him, her massive breasts, each one bigger than his head, bounced in his face, almost smothering him.

Eventually, he found himself fucking her from behind as she knelt on her hands and knees on the bed. He was holding her big ass cheeks open, enjoying the view of her asshole and her cunt lips wrapped around his cock. Her ginger hair spread over her ass and thighs, and it was matted and soaked. Her hand was between her legs, rubbing her clit as he fucked her.

“Oh darling, come in me,” she started gasping in between thrusts, “Fill me with your jizz.”

Jason picked up the pace, concentrating on the feeling of her walls massaging his whole length as he fucked her as hard and deep as he could. He felt himself pass the point of no return, and suddenly he climaxed, almost falling on top of her as he flooded her insides with cum.

His cock pulsed as he released wave after wave inside her. Eventually, when he had nothing left to give, he withdrew and collapsed on the bed next to her. His heart was thumping in his chest, and he was panting with exertion.

"Oh, my goodness," Gloria exclaimed, "That was remarkably impressive. And you're such a dear. I shall certainly be in need of your services again."

She climbed out of the bed and bent over to get her purse. He could see that his cum was running freely out of her cunt and down her thighs. She pulled out a wad of notes and passed them to him. "Five hundred, as we agreed," she stated, "And truly worth every penny."

When Jason returned home, Donna was waiting for him anxiously. "Did you do it? How did it go?" she asked nervously.

Jason grinned and pulled out the money, showing it to her. "Oh my God!" Donna squealed, giving him a big hug.

She led him by the hand into the bedroom and pulled him onto the bed, giving him a passionate, open-mouthed kiss. "Tell me everything," she whispered eagerly, her eyes shining with excitement.

Jason began to recount what had happened. He’d never seen Donna so aroused. She stripped him naked as he told his tale and started sucking his cock as he lay on the bed.

“You taste of her cunt,” she told him, gasping in pleasure before enthusiastically sucking him some more.

When he got to the part about entering her for the first time, Donna climbed on top of him and slid his cock inside her. She was so much tighter than Gloria, but just as wet. Donna rode him, asking for more details of what he and Gloria had done.

When Jason described coming inside her, Donna climaxed, holding Jason tightly as the waves of ecstasy washed over her. Then she climbed off him and knelt on the bed, offering him her ass. “Come in me, like you did to her,” she urged him.

He knelt behind her and held her hips as he thrust into her, harder and faster until he felt himself release into her throbbing cunt.

They cuddled up on the bed, drenched in sweat, and sparked up cigarettes. Donna put the ashtray on her chest between her tits, and they let their heart rates return to normal as they smoked.

"Now we just need to figure out how to get more punters for ya," said Donna, a determined look in her eyes.

But they didn’t have to wait long; the next day the phone rang. It was a very posh-sounding lady who said she had been recommended by Mrs P. Donna wrote down the address, her eyes wide. When she hung up the phone, she turned to Jason with excitement. "You won't fuckin’ believe who just booked ya," she exclaimed.


Chapter Four




It took Jason ten minutes just to walk up the drive to the house. The private driveway curved through fenced-off fields of sheep as he approached the grand house. It was like something out of a BBC period drama.

When he reached the front door and climbed the stone steps, the large door opened, and a man in a suit welcomed him in, “The Duchess is expecting you,” he said in a formal voice, “She is in the drawing room.”

The man showed Jason into an ornate drawing room. It was like being in a National Trust property. The walls were adorned with oil paintings, and the furniture was dark wood and clearly hundreds of years old. "A gentleman is here to see you, Your Grace," the man announced respectfully.

There was a lady looking out of the large bay windows. She was dressed in a tweed skirt and jacket, and as they entered, she turned to face them. “That will be all, Rupert,” she said to the man, and he bowed, closing the doors behind him as he backed out.

She was a good-looking lady in her mid-fifties with a thin build and impeccably dressed. She also had a very posh accent. “So, you’re the famous Jason that my friend told me about,” she remarked, approaching him with poise. She studied him intently. “You are certainly frightfully handsome.”

Jason shifted uncomfortably as she circled him, appraising his form as if he were a prize racehorse. “Nice bottom,” she commented. Then she stopped in front of him and reached out, grasping his cock firmly in his trousers. “Hmm, my friend was right, you’re very well endowed. Quite impressive, even soft.”

She let go of his cock and walked over to a desk. He noticed she was wearing high leather riding boots. Pulling out an ornate chair, she sat on it facing him. "This chair," she informed him, "was once graced by the presence of King George V. However, history remains silent on whether or not he received oral sex upon it.”

Moving to the edge of her seat, she hiked her tweed skirt up a bit and opened her legs. Jason’s heart started racing as he saw that she was not wearing any knickers. Her bush was thick and mostly dark, with a few grey hairs. "Let us commence with your tongue," she said.

Jason walked over and knelt before her. He lifted one of her legs and started kissing it above the boot. He gradually moved up her inner thigh, licking and kissing her as he went. Her breathing immediately started coming quick and loud. By the time he was close to her core, she was practically panting with desire. His heart pounded faster as he noticed an ornate jewelled butt plug nestled between her cheeks.

He kissed around her mound, not quite touching it, letting his breath flow over her clit. She squirmed in her seat, getting more turned on by the second. He could feel the heat from her cunt. When he finally licked her, she threw her head back and let out a loud moan of pleasure. “Oh, yes, you filthy boy,” she exclaimed.

Jason started licking at her opening and up to her clit, tasting the sweet and salty wetness. She grabbed hold of his head and held him there as he worked on her. When he started sucking on her swollen clit, she cried out, “Oh my goodness,” as she climaxed, bucking in the chair and pulling at his hair. He kept licking at her as she rode her orgasm until eventually she relaxed, panting heavily.

“Good boy,” the Duchess told him as if he were a dog that had just done a trick. “Now let’s see what you have in your trousers.”

Jason stood up and unzipped his trousers. He dropped them to his ankles and stood in front of her in his underpants. They were straining to contain his large erection, and she gently stroked the outline of his throbbing bulge with his fingers. “Such a fine specimen,” she murmured.

Hooking her fingers into the waistband of his underwear, she pulled them down to join his trousers around his ankles. His massive cock sprang free, and she wrapped both hands around it, stroking it and enjoying its heat and hardness.

She played with him for a while before leaning in and licking it from the balls to the tip. Then she wrapped her lips around it and started sucking him, making happy murmuring noises as she did so. The blowjob was excellent, and Jason closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensations.

Eventually, she stopped and stood up. She turned away from him and bent over the desk. She spread her cheeks wide with her hands. Jason stared at her tight, puckered asshole gripping the jewelled butt plug and gaping open cunt, glistening with wetness. “You may fuck me now,” she ordered in her authoritative tone, accustomed to command.

Jason slid his cock all the way inside her in one go. She let out an almighty scream of pleasure, so loud that Jason was worried the butler would return to see what was happening. He started to thrust in and out of her as she continued to hold herself open with her hands. Every thrust extracted a loud cry from her. Her cunt was surprisingly tight and wet, and it felt amazing. He could feel the butt plug rubbing against his cock through her walls. He watched as her lips gripped his cock as he thrust inside her. He’d never realised fucking older women could be so much fun.

He fucked her as hard as he could for a while, still watching the point of penetration. Then, she moved her hands to her ass. As he watched, she carefully pulled the butt plug out and placed it on the desk. “This butt plug was owned by Queen Elizabeth the First,” she told him.

Then, she pushed a finger from each hand into her rear entrance and stretched it open. “Fuck,” panted Jason as she fingered her ass in front of him. She came again, hard, squirming on the desk, her spasming cunt forcing his cock out, and her ass clenching.

The Duchess stood upright and regarded Jason. “You certainly know how to fuck, young man,” she said, "Now, please take a seat on the chaise longue."

He sat on the weird half sofa, half chair that she indicated and stroked his cock. The Duchess shed her jacket and unbuttoned her blouse. Casting that aside, she then removed her sensible white bra and skirt. Now she was standing completely naked in front of him, except for her riding boots. She had a great body for her age, nice and tight, although her breasts were on the saggy side. Jason appreciated the difference to Donna’s large, full breasts, though. All breasts were sexy in his eyes.

She strode over and straddled him, guiding his cock inside her. Then she began to ride him enthusiastically as if galloping on a horse. He held her ass with both hands and helped her fuck herself on his big cock. She seemed to be getting close to an orgasm when she said: “Put your fingers in my ass, for fucks sake.”

Jason did as he was told, pushing two fingers from one hand as deep inside her tight asshole as he could. She instantly climaxed, wrapping her arms around him and coming hard. He could feel her pussy contracting on his cock, and her ass pulsating on his fingers.

“Jesus,” she said, climbing off him and lying on the chaise longue next to him, “Your cock really is magnificent. Now see if you can get it up my arse.”

She lay on her back with her legs in the air, spreading her ass with her hands. Jason knelt before her and pressed his cock against her open rear entrance. He gently rocked his hips, applying more and more pressure until, with one of his thrusts, he slipped inside her. She let out another loud cry, “That’s the one!”

Jason started fucking her harder in the ass, gradually working his way deeper and deeper inside her. Her hand went to her clit, rubbing it frantically until she climaxed. He kept on thrusting, and she came again. And again. Her ass was so tight that Jason couldn’t hold off any longer. He suddenly panicked; was he allowed to cum in her ass?

“I’m going to…” he began urgently.

“In my arse!” she screamed.

He let go and felt himself flooding her ass with cum. His climax seemed to go on forever as he pulsed cum inside her over and over again.

Finally, panting with exertion, he carefully withdrew, and cum poured out of her onto the floor. The Duchess’s fingers were still slowly circling her clit, “Holy fuck. Excuse my French,” she said with a satisfied sigh.

When she had recovered, she got dressed, and Jason did the same. "Kindly settle matters with my butler upon your departure," she instructed. "And I believe a tip of an extra one hundred is in order."


Chapter Five




After that, the appointments came thick and fast. It seemed that word was getting around from Mrs P and the Duchess's rich friends. Donna restricted him to one client per day, "I still need you to have enough energy for me," she reminded him.

But soon, Jason was booked up weeks in advance, fucking rich, middle-aged women all over town. One evening, they were out at a fancy restaurant enjoying their ill-gotten gains when Donna brought up her new plan. "Jason," she said, leaning in across the table, "I reckon it's time we expanded."

"What do you mean?" he replied, puzzled. He was feeling a bit out of place in the restaurant, even though he’d worn his best tracksuit.

"There's only so much dosh we can rake in with just you," she explained, cutting up her tiny portion of Michelin Star food. “We need to hire some more cocks.”

"Yeah, I s'pose you're right," he mumbled, glancing at his nearly empty plate. Honestly, he'd rather be tucking into a takeaway curry and watching The Word in his flat.

"Well, I'll 'interview' 'em, of course," Donna said, making air quotes with her fingers around the word “interview”.

Jason took a sip of his Lambrusco, wishing it were a pint of cider. "What?. You don’t mean fuck 'em?"

"Exactly," Donna confirmed. "We need to make sure they know what they're doing and that they..." she paused, looking round at the other diners to make sure they couldn’t hear, “have big enough dicks.”

Jason pondered it for a moment. On one hand, he felt a twinge of jealousy, but on the other hand, it did make sense. And even though Donna practically lived with him in his flat, they hadn't formally agreed to anything beyond being business partners. "Alright," he said finally. "I reckon I might know someone who could fit the bill."

Steve was an old school friend of Jason’s. He was a shy bloke, hardly said a word to anyone. But even so, women just seemed to fall into his lap. He had a reputation for turning up at married women’s houses when their husbands were away with the minimum of fuss. His van was often seen parked in unusual places all over town. He sounded perfect for the job.

Jason took Steve out for a beer and briefed him on Donna’s idea. Steve couldn’t be more enthusiastic. Getting paid for doing his hobby sounded like the perfect situation to him.

"But," said Jason, lighting another cigarette off the butt of the old one, "Donna wants to vet you first."

"Vet me?" Steve raised his eyebrows.

"Yeah, as in shag you. Make sure you know what you're doin’," Jason clarified.

"Alright mate, if you're cool with it, I never say no to a jump," Steve replied with a shrug, “Also, Donna’s tits look fuckin’ insane!”

It was late when they headed back to Jason’s. Donna was still up, looking nervous. Jason introduced them, and Donna and Steve headed into the bedroom. After about five minutes, Jason heard Donna start to moan through the door. His cock started to throb in his pants, and he found himself getting more and more aroused.

Soon, a rhythmic banging started, and he could hear Donna letting out a loud moan with every bang of the headboard against the wall. Fuck, he was so hard now. He couldn’t help but stroke his cock through his trousers as he listened to them fucking. Soon, he heard the familiar sounds of Donna coming hard.

It was a good hour before Steve emerged. "Off home now then, mate," he said, shaking Jason's hand. "Looking forward to workin’ with ya."

After Steve had left, Jason entered the bedroom. Donna was still naked, sprawled out on the bed, covered in sweat and cum. "Oh. My. God," she murmured.

"He got the gig then?" Jason asked.

"Fuck yeah," Donna replied with a satisfied grin.

Jason climbed on the bed and kissed her. She kissed him back with an open mouth, still radiating horniness. His hand drifted between her legs, stroking her thick bush before gently touching her still swollen clit.

“Mmm,” moaned Donna, “Did it turn you on listening to me bein’ fucked?”

“It did,” replied Jason, his hard cock pressed up against her leg.

“Then fuck me. Hard and rough, like you did that first time.”

Jason rolled her over onto her front. He pulled his dick out and entered her from behind as she lay on the bed. All the pent-up sexual frustration of listening to her have sex with Steve for the last hour came out, and he thrust into her hard as he held her face down on the bed. He grabbed her ponytail and yanked it back, making her cry out with pleasure and pain.

Donna climaxed, squirming under him and letting out a loud cry. Jason slowed his pace a little, revelling in the sensations of being inside her. “Do you know what that duchess made me do to her?” he asked.

“No, what?” She gasped, panting heavily.

"Shag her up the arse," he replied nonchalantly.

"Oh my God, did you? I've... never done that before," she exclaimed, her breath catching in her throat.

Jason slid his cock out of her; it was covered in her creamy essence. He positioned it at her rear opening and forced himself hard inside her. “Oh, fuuuuuuck,” she screamed, a little bit in pain, but mainly in ecstasy. He started to thrust hard into her ass, making her moan with every movement of his hips.

It wasn’t long before Donna came again. Feeling her ass contracting on his cock was enough to send Jason over the edge, and he felt his own release as he filled her with his cum.

Having Steve on board was great. He was just as popular with the clients as Jason. However, it didn’t really relieve any of the pressure on Jason as they were still fully booked for weeks in advance. But at least the money kept rolling in. Whoever was on the job got fifty percent, and then the agency got the other fifty percent, which was split between Jason and Donna after expenses.

One night, the three of them were in the local pub having a drink and celebrating another successful week.

"You know, we’ve got way too much work on. We need to get some more blokes on the books," Donna said, taking a swig of her pint.

"I've been racking my brains, but I don't know who else to suggest," said Jason, scratching his head. "A bit embarrassing to bring up with random blokes, innit?"

Steve was looking thoughtful. “I sometimes work out at the boxing gym on the industrial estate,” he said. "There's a couple of Irish geezers there that might be up for it. They're usually there sparring early in the morning before anyone else rocks up. How about we head down there tomorrow?"

“What, all of us?” asked Donna.

"Yeah, I ain't gonna proposition 'em or nothin', but I can introduce you two if you're keen," Steve replied.

"What makes you think they'd be up for it?" Jason questioned sceptically.

"A few things. I know they're both proper shaggers; we've talked about women plenty of times. They're fit and good-looking, and I know they've both got decent-sized knobs. Always strutting about the changing rooms naked like they own the place," Steve explained.

"Sounds spot on," Donna said, reaching over to put her hand on Jason's. “But I get to fuck them both and have the final say.”

Jason felt a rush of excitement at the thought, and his cock hardened in his trousers. "You're a proper filthy bird," he said with a grin, leaning in to kiss her passionately.

"Get a room," laughed Steve.


Chapter Six




The next morning, the three of them turned up at the boxing gym on the industrial estate. It didn’t look much from the outside, basically a run-down warehouse with broken windows and graffiti along the walls. Steve punched the code into the keypad on the metal door and let them in.

Inside, they found a well-equipped gym with a boxing ring in the middle. A couple of heavily tattooed and muscled men sparred in the ring, occasionally throwing a punch at the other one. There was no one else about. Jason, Steve, and Donna watched them until they finished.

When they climbed out of the ring, Steve approached them, “Lads,” he said in greeting. They were drenched in sweat; they’d obviously been working out for a while.

"Ah, Steve, me ol' buddy," said one in a thick Irish accent.

"Don't usually see yourself here so early, like," said the other, also obviously Irish.

They both returned his greeting warmly, shaking his hand and slapping him on the back.

Steve made the introductions. “Donna, Jason, this is Sean and Declan.” There were handshakes all round.

“They’ve got a business proposition for you,” said Steve.

“Oh really?” said Sean, “That sounds intriguin’.”

"Let's get ourselves showered and changed, and then we'll have us a chat," said Declan.

The two boxers headed into the changing rooms, and the others sat down and waited. But Donna couldn’t settle. Soon, she was hanging around the changing room entrance. “I’m just going to see how they’re gettin’ on,” she said, diving inside.

Worried she was going to get in trouble, Jason followed her. Inside the empty changing room, they could hear the showers running off to one side. It was a large communal shower, and inside, Jason and Donna could see the two boxers naked through the steam, under the running water. They were facing away from them, and they could see their strong, muscular backs and bottoms. Jason saw Donna’s eyes light up.

To their surprise, Sean lathered some soap on his hands and began to wash Declan’s back. Even more surprising, when he reached his bottom, he caressed and stroked it with the foam. Then he reached around the front and started stroking his cock, which they saw was large and erect.

Declan turned to Sean and grasped his cock in return. Soon they were kissing under the hot water, wanking each other. Donna turned to Jason, open-mouthed.

"Fuck, Donna," Jason whispered, sounding nervous. "We shouldn't be watchin' this."

"I know, but it's proper turning me on," Donna whispered back, her voice tinged with excitement.

Jason dragged Donna back into the main part of the changing room, and they sat on a bench, out of sight of the showers.

When Sean and Declan came out of the showers, with towels around their waists, they didn’t seem surprised to see the other two in the communal changing rooms. They towelled off casually, showing off their bodies as they got their clothes out of the lockers. They both had big dicks, hanging soft now between their legs. Donna gave Jason a thumbs-up when they weren’t looking.

“So, m’ love,” said Sean, sitting next to Donna, “What’s this business venture o’ yours?” He had put on some grey joggers, but was still naked on the top half. Jason could tell Donna was turned on, her face flushed and her breathing rapid as she glanced at his big chest muscles and the obvious bulge in his trousers.

Donna explained about the escort business. Sean and Declan at first looked shocked, listening wide-eyed, but their expressions soon switched to big grins, especially when Donna told them how much they would get paid. “Two fifty to fuck some rich old lady? Count me in and then some,” said Declan.

“Also, I don’t know if you’re interested,” said Donna, a sudden idea striking her, ”But maybe we could start looking for male clients too.”

Sean and Declan exchanged looks. “You saw us in the showers, did ya?” said Sean.

“We did,” admitted Donna, “And there’s just one other thing before we shake on it.”

“Oh?” said Declan.

“I need to see you in action,” Donna said, her face bright red with excitement and embarrassment, “Although from what I’ve seen so far, there won’t be any problems.”

“What are ya gettin’ at?” said Declan, looking a bit confused.

“Well, I need to experience your skills from the point of view of a punter, to make sure you know what you’re doing,” she said.

They both still looked confused.

“You’ve got to fuck me,” she said.

“What, now, like?” said Sean.

“No time like the present,” said Donna with a grin.

Both men were grinning from ear to ear. Sean moved nearer to her on the bench and put his hand on her leg. Donna was practically panting with desire now.

Jason got up and left the changing room to give them some privacy. As he glanced back, he saw Declan standing in front of her, the towel dropping away to reveal his pert bottom, and her hand reaching up to his cock.

Back out in the gym, there was no sign of Steve, or anyone else, for that matter. Jason paced up and down a bit, his cock throbbing in his trousers at the thought of Donna with the two Irish boxers. When he passed near the changing room door, he could hear the sound of skin slapping against skin and Donna moaning.

Fuck it, he couldn’t resist. He pushed the door open slightly and peered in. Donna was on her hands and knees on the bench. Sean was positioned behind her, his large, erect cock thrusting into her hard and fast, making her moan with every thrust. Her moans were muffled by Declan’s substantial and surprisingly thick cock, which he was forcing into her throat with some difficulty.

Jason felt a wave of arousal flush through him, his heart beating fast. He had to slip his hand into his trousers and stroke his own throbbing cock as he watched. Donna had her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit, and she soon came, her whole body shaking.

Declan and Sean switched places, Declan guiding his cock between her wet folds and setting a similar fast pace while she sucked Sean’s dick. When Donna came again, Declan sat on the bench and motioned for Donna to ride him. She was facing away from the door, and Jason got a great view of her lips stretched around Declan’s thick cock. Jason was edging himself now, really close to coming in his pants. Donna looked so sexy riding a dick, especially as she was wanking Sean’s long cock with one hand as she did so.

But Sean soon had other ideas. He crouched down behind her, and Jason realised he was going to enter her alongside Declan. It took a few minutes, but eventually she had both cocks in her stretched-open cunt. The men worked together, fucking her in sync, their cocks rubbing against each other inside her. This was driving Donna wild with passion. She was holding Declan tightly, her fingers making white marks on his shoulders as she gripped him.

Donna came again, and all three of them started kissing, letting her ride the waves of her climax. The men withdrew, and now Donna knelt on the floor. They both stood above her, stroking their cocks faster and faster until one after the other they ejaculated over her face and breasts. Donna couldn’t get enough of their cum, rubbing it into her breasts and licking it off her lips.

Jason quietly closed the door and leaned against the wall. He was so close to his own release, but he didn’t let himself. Instead, he rubbed his erection slowly over his trousers, just enough to maintain the feeling of being about to reach the point of no return. He realised he was sweating, and his heart was pounding in his chest. He’d never been so turned on.

After a few minutes, the door opened, and Sean and Declan came out. Jason straightened up and pretended nothing was happening, despite the large bulge in his trousers. The boxers pretended not to notice, shook his hand, and headed out of the gym.

Jason opened the changing room door. Donna was still lying naked on the bench, drenched in sweat and cum. She was panting heavily, and her hand was slowly touching herself between her soaked and hairy folds.

"Oh my God, Jason," she murmured, breathless with excitement. "That was proper good. I had both of 'em in me at the same time."

“I know,” laughed Jason, approaching, “I was watchin’.”

"You naughty boy," she said, a mischievous grin spreading across her lips. "Now, you gonna fuck me too?"

This was what Jason had been waiting for. He pulled his hard cock out and climbed on top of her, sliding it inside her wet, loose cunt. In less than sixty seconds, he was filling her with his warm cum. They held each other tightly, kissing.

“I fucking love you,” said Donna as his cum leaked out of her. It was the first time she had said it.

“I love you too,” replied Jason.


Chapter Seven




With four male escorts on the books, Donna was kept busy. She set up a makeshift office in Jason’s living room and organised everything. Jason bought a second-hand BMW to help him get to clients more easily. It was pretty battered, but at least it was a car. He was meeting clients every day.

He still had the energy to fuck Donna, though. In fact, their passion for each other just kept getting better and better. Donna loved to hear about every sordid detail of his appointments while they made out, and she loved it when he treated her roughly.

Steve quit his day job, and he took appointments most days, too. Sean and Declan were a big asset. Donna started booking them rich male clients too and was able to charge even more for that service. They still had more clients than they could service, and they hadn’t even advertised anywhere. Word of mouth was a crazy thing.

One Tuesday, Jason had just arrived home after a morning hotel visit with a twenty-one-year-old blonde who was married to a rich older man and required some extra servicing behind his back. Donna was on the phone, going through some details with someone as she made notes on a pad.

When she finally hung up, she turned to Jason and said, “You’re going to fuckin’ love this one.”

“Yeah?” he said, lighting a cigarette and taking a long drag.

“So, you know the Duchess…” she said.

“Of course,” said Jason. He’d been to see her half a dozen times already, fucking her in the ass every time. In fact, the last time had been particularly wild as she had wanted him to take her in the stables and use the riding crop on her.

"Well, she's only gone and booked you for the whole bloody weekend for her niece's hen do. Five grand!" Donna exclaimed.

"No way!" said Jason, eyes widening in disbelief. "We do weekends now?"

"Well, why not?" replied Donna with a shrug. "I ain't sure what's expected of you, but there's gonna be twelve horny twenty-five year olds in a cottage in Devon for a weekend, and you'll be the only dick."

"Blimey," said Jason, feeling his cock stirring already. He stubbed out the cigarette. "Fancy a shag?"

On the Friday afternoon of the hen party, Jason drove down to the luxury cottage in the Devon hills in his battered old BMW. Donna had taken him to Debenhams and bought him some smarter clothes, and he was feeling pretty good. She’d also been training him to speak with less of a council estate accent.

The cottage had an amazing view over Dartmouth, and twelve giggly women welcomed him into the house, undressing him with their eyes. They were all absolutely gorgeous, and Jason felt a mixture of anticipation and nervousness. He also felt a bit out of place; he was from a council estate, and some of these women were heiresses to millions.

The head bridesmaid was called Sophia, and she was in charge. She had long, black hair and a petite figure with small breasts. She ordered him about, telling him that his first duty was to cook them a barbecue while they drank champagne. He was to do it naked, except for an apron.

While Jason tended the barbecue next to the pool, the girls all sat around on the patio in the sun. He could feel their gazes on his naked ass as he turned the sausages. He was enjoying this immensely. He had no idea which of them, if any, he would be hooking up with, but he was ready for anything. Occasionally, one of them would catch his eye and smile, and he’d feel his cock twitch, hidden by the apron.

It had been made clear to him that he was there in the capacity of a servant. To wait on them, to cook for them, and bring them drinks and service their every need. He was there mainly to look pretty, but if they wanted any sexual acts, then he was to provide that too.

“Dinner’s ready,” he told them, and they filed past with plates as he loaded them up with meat. A few of them let their hands wander to his ass as they moved past, including head bridesmaid Sophia.

The bride-to-be was called Brianne. She looked like a Page 3 girl. She had long blonde hair and the most enormous fake breasts. Jason couldn’t stop looking at her. She was wearing an indecently short skirt and very high heels. He’d already glimpsed her panties several times when she’d bent over to pick something up.

That first night, they all just hung out at the cottage, drinking in the garden. After the barbecue, they got Jason to put on a kind of sexy waiter outfit, very tight shorts, no shirt, and a bow tie. He was on hand to bring them drinks all night and fetch them anything they needed.

As the night went on, they all got more touchy with him. By eleven, they were groping his ass every time he poured them more wine. By twelve, some of them were touching the bulge in his tight shorts.

A couple of the women had drunk too much, though. One was sick in the bushes, and another one rushed off to the toilets. Jason had just been checking she was okay when he bumped into Sophia in the corridor outside the toilet.

“Hi Jason,” she said, her voice dripping with desire now that she had him alone. She moved closer to him, pressing him up against the wall. Her hand went to the bulge in his shorts, squeezing his cock. After being treated as an object and being felt up all night, Jason was pretty desperate to get his way with someone.

Sophia leaned in and started licking his neck. She smelled amazing, of expensive perfume and sexual desire. Her hand slipped inside his shorts, holding his cock in her hand and stroking him until he was fully hard.

“Holy fuck,” she breathed in his ear, “Your cock’s huge. It’s like twice the size of my husband’s.”

The mention of her husband made him even harder. He reached up and groped one of her perfect tits, rubbing her nipple with his thumb. Her hot tongue was in his mouth now, desperately exploring him. She was panting heavily with desire and wanking him furiously.

His hand slipped inside her trousers and inside her knickers. He was surprised to find she was completely shaved and smooth. His finger touched her clit, and she moaned into his mouth. Through the toilet door behind him, Jason could hear the other girl being violently sick again. But it didn’t affect how desperate he now was to fuck Sophia.

He turned her round and pushed her against the wall. Yanking her trousers and knickers down, he guided his cock into her wet and eager cunt. He started to fuck her hard up against the wall, his hands on both her breasts as he fucked her from behind.

He could feel his cock rubbing against her pubic bone as he thrust up inside her, and in less than a minute, she was climaxing, the clear liquid from her squirting running freely down her thighs. He kept up the pace, and she soon climaxed again. After being teased all day, though, Jason couldn’t last much longer, and in record time, he was filling her with his cum.

Panting and gasping for breath, he withdrew from her and watched as his cum flooded out of her, running down her already wet legs. “Holy fucking fuck,” she gasped.

Sophia turned around and gave him a long, passionate kiss. The other girl was still retching behind them. “I'd better see if she’s okay,” said Sophia. Jason nodded.

“I need your cock again this weekend, though,” she said, kissing him on the cheek and heading into the bathroom to see to her friend.

Jason went back out and topped up everyone’s wine. He had a fair idea which of them were just playing and which of them actually wanted to fuck him. One of the ones that clearly wanted to go all the way with him was called Jenny. She was the chubbiest of the group, with wide hips, a big ass, and huge bouncing breasts. He could tell she was seriously kinky and dirty just by the jokes she made. She was also getting a lot more confident as time wore on.

“Jason,” she said as he topped up her wine, “I wonder if you could come and have a look at the blinds in my room, there was a problem with them earlier.”

“Of course,” he said, knowing there was no such problem. Some of the other girls giggled and nudged each other.

They went up the creaking, narrow cottage stairs to her attic room.

As soon as they entered her room, she locked the door behind them. She moved to her suitcase by the window and pulled out some silk cords. Jason assumed she wanted to be tied up, but Jenny suddenly pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him. She grabbed his wrists and tied the cord around them so tightly that it dug into his skin painfully. Then she used the remaining length to tie him to the iron bed.

Jason’s heart was racing now, and his cock was straining at his shorts. Jenny was wearing a short summer dress, and she reached underneath, slipping her knickers off. Then she straddled his face, pressing her soaking wet and very hairy pussy onto his mouth. Jason knew what was expected of him and thrust his tongue into her wet folds, exploring her depths while struggling to breathe.

Jenny grinded her cunt on his face, and started moaning and twisting on top of him. He tilted his head back enough so that he could get some air and also focus on her clit. It didn’t take long until she cried out, climaxing on his face.

Then she moved down his body, and her wet and open cunt swallowed his cock. She was anything but tight, but she felt amazing. She started to ride him wildly, moaning and squirming as she impaled herself on his erection. She had popped her large breasts out of the top of her dress, and they were swinging about like crazy as she rode him. Suddenly, he felt her hand around his throat, and she pinned him down to the bed, struggling to breathe as she upped the pace and fucked herself as hard as she could on him.

She came again, lifting off him and releasing a torrent of warm liquid all over his cock before sinking back on him and continuing to ride him. She was riding him even more roughly now, really going for it.

“Come in me,” she gasped, “Fill me with your cum.”

Jason didn’t need any more encouragement, and he felt his release wash over him as he came inside her, feeling the warmth of his cum fill her vagina and then run out down his cock.

They lay there on the bed for a few minutes, panting and breathless. Then she untied him, pulled her knickers back on, and headed back to the party without a further word.

When Jason went back outside to the patio, he found that about half of them had gone to bed, and the other half had stripped off and were splashing about in the pool naked. They hollered at him to join them. What the hell, he thought, stripping off and diving into the cool waters.

They spent an enjoyable half an hour in the pool, messing about and flirting. Jason was getting an eyeful of their beautiful breasts and bushes. Eventually, they all climbed out and towelled off. Surprisingly, Jason found himself going to bed alone, his cock throbbing with desire from all the nudity.


Chapter Eight




Jason had only been asleep in his bed for a few hours when he was woken by a naked woman climbing in next to him. She put her arm around him from behind and stroked his chest. He could feel small breasts pressed up against his back and felt himself getting instantly hard.

Turning over, he saw in the dim light that his new companion was Tiffany. She had been the quietest and most shy of the group and hadn’t wanted to go skinny dipping. She was so quiet that he’d barely registered her with all the other outgoing, rich, and beautiful women there. She had a very small build and almost flat chest, but she had a certain beauty to her.

Tiffany’s mouth opened to meet his, and soon they were kissing passionately in the dark. She was a fantastic kisser and reached between them, taking his hard cock in her hand. He slipped his hand between her legs. Her bush was wild and untamed, and he sank his fingers into her wet cunt. She gasped and moaned into his mouth.

Soon they were fucking in the dark, Jason on top of her, thrusting inside her. When Jason started making signs that he was close to his release, she whispered, “Come in my mouth, I’m not on the pill.” He hastily pulled out, and she wrapped her lips around his cock. Almost immediately, he felt himself release into her mouth. She couldn’t swallow all the cum quick enough, and it overflowed her mouth, running down her chin and neck.

Tiffany didn’t hang around to chat, though. She wiped the cum off her chin with her hand and got dressed, leaving him alone to go back to sleep.

In the morning, they all got up late, and Jason cooked them eggs and toast for breakfast. He was quite enjoying looking after all these beautiful ladies, especially with the added bonus of all the sex in between.

The hen party had planned to spend the day at a spa, and they soon all headed off in taxis. All of them except one, that is. Julia, who had been the first to start vomiting last night, was too hungover and stayed behind. As soon as they had gone, she found Jason smoking by the pool. He soon realised that she may have had an ulterior motive for staying behind.

“Hi Jason,” she said behind him,

"Oh, hello, Julia, feeling better, are ya?" he asked, eyeing up her skimpy bikini.

"Oh, yes, indeed," she replied, moving into his personal space, “Although there is one thing that always makes me feel better when I have a hangover.” She reached behind her back, and her bikini top dropped to the floor.

Jason smiled. Soon, he was kneeling behind her on a sun lounger, his cock deep inside her as he fucked her pussy and admired her tight little asshole. They spent the next hour enjoying the sun and fucking in every possible position.

Just before evening, the rest of the hen party returned. It was Jason’s task to drive into town and get an Indian takeaway for them.

“I’ll come to pay for it,” said Sophia, winking at him.

Sophia tried to hide her disdain as they got into Jason’s battered old BMW. She had arrived in a brand new sports model. Soon they were winding their way through the narrow Devonshire country lanes.

“Who have you fucked so far?” asked Sophia.

“Well,” said Jason, taking stock, “Julia, while you were at the spa...”

“Married,” said Sophia, “And I knew that’s why she wanted to stay behind. Who else?”

“Tiffany snuck into my room in the middle of the night,” he confessed.

"Goodness, really? I wouldn't have guessed she was that adventurous," Sophia chuckled. "Well, at least she's single. Who else is on your list?"

"Jenny, right before we went skinny dipping," he said, going back through the evening.

“Has a fiancé,” said Sophia, “But they have an open relationship. Always having kinky threesomes. Who else?”

“Just you,” said Jason.

“Also married,” laughed Sophia, “However, my husband is such a dreadful bore, and his cock is so small. Not like yours. I only married him for his wealth.”

She leaned over and unzipped his trousers. Jason’s cock was already getting hard as she slipped it into his mouth. She sucked his cock the rest of the way to the Indian, and all the way back to the cottage.

After they had all eaten, they started playing drinking games.

“Jason,” shouted Sophia, laughing, “It’s about time you gave us a striptease.”

"Well, I'm a fuckin' escort, not a stripper," protested Jason, but the girls were all cheering at the idea. "Alright, alright," he gave in, surrendering to their cheers.

Jason went to the stereo and turned it up. The sounds of Groove Is In The Heart blasted out of the expensive wooden speakers. Then he started moving about to the music, slowly unbuttoning his shirt. He felt a right idiot, and very self-conscious, but the girls seemed to be lapping it up, clapping and hollering at him.

Gaining confidence from their reaction, he threw his shirt away. Then he turned away from them and very slowly removed his belt. He pulled it out with a flourish, to much whooping from his audience. Gyrating his hips, he lowered his trousers, revealing his bottom in his tight black underpants.

The girls were loving the show, clapping along and laughing. Now, in just his pants, Jason moved amongst them, letting them get a good look at his huge bulge. He was only semi-erect, but it was still a very impressive sight. Pausing next to each woman as he continued to move erotically, he reached out and touched each one gently on the face or stroked her arm.

The women began to get more hands-on. The first few stroked his leg, then his bottom. When he came to Jenny, she grabbed the bulge of his cock and started rubbing it through his pants. He felt himself getting fully hard, his cock really straining at the fabric now. Some of the women were wide-eyed and had their hands over their mouths.

“Take them off,” laughed Sophia. The other women started chanting, “Take them off!”

Jason hooked his fingers into the waistband of his pants and slowly inched them down. His cock strained at the fabric and then suddenly pinged free. There was a collective gasp and then a cheer.

Jenny reached up and started wanking his rock hard cock in front of everyone, a naughty glint in her eye. From where he was standing, he could see right down her massive cleavage. The chants from the others changed to “Suck it!”

Jenny smiled at him and then pulled his cock into her wet and warm mouth. He felt her tongue wrapping around it as she licked and sucked him. Fuck, it felt incredible. And it was all the more sexy because there were eleven other women watching. She bobbed her head back and forth, getting more and more of his length into her mouth.

After a minute or so of this, she let him go, suddenly looking embarrassed. Jason moved around the room, his big erection in their faces as he danced. The next two women were too afraid to touch it, but then he came to a curvy ginger woman called Samantha.

Sam had a naughty glint in her eyes, and she had no hesitation in grabbing his balls with one hand, his cock with the other, and guiding it into her mouth. She was phenomenal at sucking cock, and he groaned with pleasure. The rest of the women let out another big cheer.

He didn’t want that blowjob to end, but after a while, she let him go, accepting some teasing and back slapping from the women on either side. Jason moved on and found himself in front of the bride-to-be, Brianne. They hadn’t interacted that much yet. Jason had been giving her space as he’d assumed that she wouldn’t want to do anything sexual. She seemed a little shy at being the centre of attention.

Brianne looked up at him and his throbbing cock. He could tell that she really wanted to touch it. She looked around at the others, “Should I?” she asked the room.

“Yes!” They all shouted, “Suck it!”

Brianne took a deep breath and reached out, stroking his full length with one finger. “I’m not sure I should,” she said.

“Do it!” they chanted.

“Rob won’t find out,” said Sophia next to her, “It’s your last chance to have some fun.”

Brianne nodded and opened her mouth, sticking her tongue out. Jason moved closer, guiding his cock into her open mouth. She closed her eyes in ecstasy as she sucked on it; he could tell from her body language how turned on she felt. Her legs were crossed, and her thighs were clenching. He could see right down her top at her large fake breasts.

“Take him upstairs,” said someone behind him.

“Get your money’s worth,” laughed Jenny.

“Go on, hun,” whispered Sophia in her ear, “Take him upstairs, he’s fucking amazing in bed.”

Brianne stood up and led Jason out of the room by the cock, to the huge cheers from the other women. In her room, she quickly took her top off, freeing her rock-hard fake breasts. Then she slipped her skirt and knickers off, revealing an almost shaved pussy with a small, square strip of hair. Jason had never seen anything like it except in porn mags.

She spread her folds with her fingers, showing Jason her pink, wet cunt. “Are you going to fuck me then?” she said.

Jason climbed on top of her, and his cock easily found its way inside her. She was tight, but very wet, and her slick walls gripped his cock as he slid deep inside her. She moaned loudly and lifted her legs up, welcoming him even deeper. He began to thrust hard into her and felt her fingers digging into his back. “Oh my God, oh my God,” she gasped, over and over, her eyes tightly closed.

He upped his pace slightly, and she went over the edge, screaming as she came, scratching his back with her long fingernails. Her scream went on and on until finally she pushed him away, panting like crazy. “I’ve never had an orgasm like that before,” she told him.

When she had recovered, she turned over and got on her hands and knees, offering her perfect ass to him. He slid inside her cunt again and held her hips as he started fucking her as hard as he could. She went back to moaning, “Oh my God,” over and over.

They carried on like this until she had come five or six times. “I can’t take any more, I’ve never come this many times,” she groaned, lying back on the bed, her hand between her legs. But after a few moments, she said, “Okay, one more. And then come in me.”

Jason climbed on top of her again and started pounding into her, kissing her at the same time. He timed his climax perfectly. Just as she started screaming and scratching his back, he released inside her, flooding her tight pussy with his cum. He felt it coating his shaft as he eased his pace and moved more gently inside her. She held him tightly, moaning in satisfaction and pleasure.

When they went back to the party, there was a loud cheer as they entered. Brianne looked really embarrassed, going bright red, “Nothing happened, guys!” she said. “We just talked!” Nobody believed her; Jason was pretty sure they must have heard the screaming.

The rest of the evening was pretty fun, until eventually they’d all had too much excitement and alcohol and went to their respective bedrooms. Jason headed up to his room and found that Sophia was already there waiting for him, naked under the covers. They had a long and passionate fuck and then fell asleep together.

The next morning, he awoke to Sophia’s small and soft breasts framed by the sunlight coming in the window. She made him fuck her one last time.

After breakfast, everyone was very tired and hungover, and they were all keen to get back home and get some rest. They all packed their luggage into their cars and headed off.

When Jason arrived back at the flat, Donna was waiting for him. “Oh, good, you’re back, I’ve got another punter for you this afternoon and…”

“No,” said Jason, interrupting her, “I need to rest. Do you know how many times I’ve had sex in the last two days?”

“Jas’, you can't,” said Donna, putting her hands on her hips, “We’ve got a waiting list as long as your dick…”

It turned into a bit of an argument, but Donna put her foot down. Eventually, Jason agreed just to keep the peace, and after some beans on toast, he headed out again. This client was a forty-year-old divorcee running a farm.

When he first met her in the remote farmhouse kitchen, he wasn’t that attracted to her, but by the time they were upstairs and she revealed her enormous, saggy breasts covered in stretch marks, he was rock hard again. She was a dirty woman, too, a steady stream of filth coming out of her mouth as he fucked her up the ass.


Chapter Nine




The weeks passed, and the waiting list was getting longer and longer.

“I’ve been thinking,” said Donna, one morning as they lay naked in bed together.

“Oh dear,” laughed Jason.

"We need more blokes. But also, the lads on the council estate are too thick and uncultured. I've tried to polish you up a bit, but we're still basically serving up a bit of rough."

"What's wrong with that?" asked Jason, gently tracing his finger around the outline of her exposed breast, causing it to tighten and stiffen.

"Nothing, but some of our clients are expecting... a bit more class," she said, her breath hitching slightly as his finger circled her nipple.

“So what’s the solution?” he asked, kissing her neck. She let out a little moan.

“I’m gonna stick some sneaky ads in the sort of… oh, yes, keep doing that… glossy mags that the toffs from private schools read.” Jason’s fingers had moved between her legs and brushed gently against her clit.

"Dunno 'bout that," he murmured, sucking on her stiff nipple, his fingers working her clit a bit more vigorously. "What if we get the old bill sniffin' around?"

“Don’t worry about that, and… fuck… to really expand this business, I think we’re going to have to take on more… oh my god… take on more admin staff, and… ooohhhhh”, she climaxed as his fingers worked their magic between his legs.

Panting hard, she kissed him passionately, her hand wanking his hard cock underneath the sheets.

“Were you sayin’ somethin’?” Jason whispered, moving down under the covers now, kissing her body as he went.

“Yes, um, we need to take on more admin staff and probably move… ooohhhhh,” she moaned as his tongue touched her hot and swollen clit. Jason slid two fingers inside her and finger fucked her as he sucked on her clit. She let out a long moan as she climaxed again.

Jason reappeared from under the sheets, kissing her lips, his mouth tasting of her essence now. “Go on,” he said.

“I was saying, babe, before you interrupted me, that we… fuck!” his big cock had slipped inside her. He started to pound her cunt, feeling her slick walls gripping every inch of his cock.

“That… we… need… to… move… to… fuuuuck!” she climaxed again, and Jason spilled his seed deep inside her.

“London,” she said when she finally got her breath back.

“What?”

“We’re going to need to move to London. That’s where all the loaded punters are.”

A few weeks later, Donna and Jason handed over a wad of cash to an estate agent in Brixton and got the keys to their new flat. They were very excited and spent the next few days fucking in every possible place they could. In the shower, on the dining room table, the kitchen worktops, even the shared staircase in the entranceway, and in the small shed for bikes.

But Donna was keen to get down to business. She also rented a shop in a small parade of shops nearby and got a company to make a sign proclaiming it as an accountant's. “We need to get some of this cash in the bank,” she told Jason, her tone serious. "But we gotta be sneaky 'bout it, we can't be raisin' no eyebrows."

The next week, Jason was returning from an appointment with a client and decided to swing by their new office to see Donna. However, when he pushed open the door, instead of Donna, he found two women there, putting files into filing cabinets. They were both blonde and looked almost identical.

“Er, hello?” he said, the door closing behind him.

“Can we help you?” asked one of them. She was wearing a smart skirt and a white blouse whose buttons were doing a lot of work keeping her large breasts contained.

“I was lookin’ for Donna,” he said, hesitantly.

“Are you Jason?” said the other one, “Donna said you might come by. It’s great to meet you, I’m Emma, and this is Emily. He shook both their hands.

“We’re your new admin assistants,” said Emily.

"Oh, yeah, Donna did mention somethin' about hirin' more staff," Jason said, giving them a friendly smile. He couldn’t help notice that they were both dressed the same, had the same length blonde hair tied back in ponytails, and also both had large chests.

“She didn’t say that you were going to be so handsome, though,” purred Emma.

“Although she did say that we should… get to know you a bit better if you came by,” said Emily, her voice suddenly soft and sexy. She moved a bit closer and touched his arm. Emma was on the other side of him, touching him too.

They both seemed to be breathing a bit quicker now, their ample chests rising and falling. Emily reached up and ran a finger over his cheek before moving her finger to his mouth and pushing it inside. He sucked on her finger, and she let out a little gasp. He felt his cock getting hard in his trousers. Emma’s hand was on his thigh, slowly stroking it. She leaned in and kissed his neck.

“Donna told us all about you,” whispered Emma, “she said you had a very big dick, and you knew how to use it.” Her hand was brushing against his erection now, driving him wild with desire.

Emily took a step back and started to slowly unbutton her blouse. Underneath, she was wearing a transparent black bra that struggled to contain her full breasts. He could see her dark nipples through it. She looked him in the eyes and circled her nipples with her fingers, making them contract and stiffen.

Emma unbuckled his belt and then unzipped his trousers. She reached inside his pants and grabbed hold of his shaft. “Oh my God, Emily,” she gasped, “It’s huge.”

Emily slid her skirt down to the floor, revealing her matching black transparent knickers. He could see her dark bush inside them; she clearly wasn’t a natural blonde. “Do you think it’s going to fit in my cunt, Emma?” she asked.

“I don’t know Emily,” said Emma, stroking his cock, “but I think it’s worth a try.”

Emily reached behind her and unfastened her bra. It fell away, freeing her large, full breasts. Jason’s cock was throbbing with desire now. Emily stood there in just her panties. She moved over to Emma and started to unbutton her blouse, “I think you need to be naked too,” she told her.

Emma’s body slowly came into view. She seemed to be wearing identical underwear to Emily. When Emma removed her bra, he saw that her breasts were equally big. The three of them started making out, kissing each other passionately. Emma was still wanking Jason’s cock, and Emily was unbuttoning his shirt. The two women were panting with desire.

“Who is going to get your big cock first?” whispered Emily in his ear. She had removed his shirt now and pulled his trousers and pants down, finally freeing his cock, “Holy fuck,” she said in admiration.

They both crouched down in front of him and started sucking and licking his dick, their tongues wrapping around it. When they reached the tip, they kissed each other, his cock in between.

Emma stood up, “I can’t wait any longer,” she panted, “Fuck me first.” She slipped her knickers off and walked over to a desk. She sat on the edge of it, facing the other two, and opened her legs wide. Her pink slit glistened with wetness, framed by her thick black hair. He could see inside her opening, and she looked ready to go.

Jason moved between her legs, his stiff cock pressing against her mound. Emily was there to hold his cock and guide it between Emma’s folds. He thrust inside her, finding her soaking wet. His cock went all the way up inside her, making her cry out with pleasure. He could feel her walls massaging his cock as he thrust into her. Her breasts bounced around as he fucked her.

He started to fuck her harder, Emily holding them both and touching them sensually. He was making her moan with every movement of his hips. He watched his cock appear and disappear into her cunt, covered in her wetness. Emma reached between her own legs and touched her clit. Seconds later, she climaxed, letting out an almighty cry of ecstasy. He held his cock deep inside her, enjoying the feeling of her walls clenching on him as she rode her orgasm.

When he pulled out, his cock was covered in her white, sticky essence. Emily bent down to lick some of it off and then sat on the edge of the desk next to Emma. “My turn,” she begged. Her cunt was also wet and open; he could see her juices dripping out and running down over her darker asshole.

He moved between Emily’s legs and slid easily deep inside her. He fucked her hard on the edge of the desk like he had with Emma. She was groping Emily’s breasts now as he fucked her. When she moved her hand between Emily’s legs to circle her clit, it didn’t take long for Emily to climax. If anything, she was even louder and wetter than Emma.

He took turns moving back and forth between them, fucking each one until they came, and them switching. Then they both turned round and bent over the desk. He took each one from behind, fingering the other one at the same time. Eventually, he couldn’t hold back any longer. But who to come in? “Who wants it?” he gasped, trying to hold back as long as he could.

“On our faces,” said Emma, and they both quickly knelt before him, their cheeks touching as they looked up at him. Jason gave his cock a final stroke and exploded over them, coating them in wave after wave of white cum. It went all over them, on their breasts, faces, and hair. Some of it went in Emma’s eyes, and she had to shut them tightly.

When he finally stopped coming, they licked the cum off each other’s faces. “Oh my god,” said Emily, still out of breath.

“I told you he was good,” said a voice behind them. It was Donna; she had come inside and shut the door quietly behind her.

When they had cleaned up and got dressed, Donna tipped out a large envelope onto the desk. There were loads of application forms, each one had a couple of Polaroid photos attached to it with a paperclip. Jason saw that there was a mix of face shots and pictures of cocks.

“These are the applications we’ve received from my ads,” she said as they all gathered round to have a look. "We gotta sift through 'em all. Any that seem decent, we'll give 'em a bell and invite 'em for a chat. Got a hotel suite booked for next week to do the interviews."

They all set to work, picking out the best ones and rejecting any that didn’t meet the criteria. “Their dicks gotta be at least 8 inches,” Donna told them, “and they gotta be easy on the eyes.”

When they had reduced the pile to the best twenty candidates, Emma and Emily set about phoning them to arrange interviews. They were all rich and privately educated, generally fresh out of Oxford or Cambridge and looking for something fun to do with their time. Jason doubted any of them needed the money.

“So when you say interview…” asked Jason.

"One of us is gonna shag 'em, yeah," Donna replied bluntly. “Oh, and we’re only offerin’ them 20% of the fee the punter pays us.”

The next week, they were all ready in the hotel suite. Emma and Emily seemed highly excited at the prospect of interviewing all the rich guys. They were both dressed in identical short skirts and little white vest tops that showcased their cleavage. Their skirts were so short that Jason kept getting flashes of their white knickers.

Donna, however, had a more professional air. "And remember, they gotta wrap it up," she pointed out, gesturing towards a bowl filled with condoms she'd set by the bed. “God knows what these toffs have been getting up to.”

When the first candidate arrived, she sat him at a desk in the living room area of the suite and grilled him about his sexual experience. He was a good-looking 25-year-old called Max, and he was confident and calm, speaking with an assured posh accent.

Then Donna told him it was time for the practical part of the interview and showed him into the bedroom. Emily was first up, and she was already lying seductively on the bed. Jason, Emma, and Donna pulled up chairs and sat by the bed. “Off you go then,” said Donna.

Max didn’t hesitate getting on the bed with her and kissing her. They watched as her body instantly responded to his touch, arching her back and showing obvious signs of arousal. He was clearly a great kisser, and his hands touched her waist and then the side of her breasts, making her more and more turned on.

Donna made notes on her clipboard as Max stripped off Emily’s clothes. With her large breasts exposed, he sucked on one nipple and massaged the other with his fingers. She started moaning in pleasure and rubbing herself against his leg. Things escalated quickly. Soon, he was between her legs, removing her knickers and going down on her.

His tongue worked its magic quickly, and she climaxed, entwining her fingers in his hair as her screaming orgasm washed over her. Donna was making happy ticks on the clipboard.

Just then, there was a knock on the door as the next candidate arrived. They had them scheduled pretty close together. Donna handed the clipboard to Jason, “You take over here,” she said, “I’ve seen enough, he’s a definite yes if his dick’s big enough.”

Donna went back into the other room and closed the bedroom door. Jason heard her greet the next candidate.

On the bed, Max had rolled a condom on and was fucking Emily hard. He was really going for it. Jason had to move around to the bottom of the bed to get a good look at his cock. It was really thick, stretching Emily’s lips wide around it as he thrust inside her. She was going crazy, coming from the penetration alone. When Max pulled out to switch positions, Jason saw that his cock was definitely more than 8 inches. He ticked the appropriate box on the clipboard.

Max fucked her in a few positions, making her come each time. Then he pulled off the condom and ejaculated all up her body, laying long streams of cum all over her stomach and breasts.

Jason threw Emily a towel and waited for Max to get dressed before shaking him by the hand, “We’ll be in touch,” he told him. Jason showed Max out as Donna was showing the next candidate into the bedroom. Emma was already arranging herself on the bed.

The next candidate performed equally well, giving Emma a good, hard fuck with plenty of orgasms. By the end, Donna was already interviewing the next one. The morning went on in the same fashion.

Donna took a turn fucking a candidate, too, and most of them were getting top marks. Jason loved watching Donna have sex, and he was pretty much hard all morning.

Inevitably, there were a few bad candidates. One of them pulled his trousers down to reveal a rock-hard, but very small cock. It must have only been three inches fully erect. Donna put a stop to the interview straight away, showing him the Polaroid he had sent in, clearly not him, and telling him he was a fraud.

Another guy refused to wear a condom and was also swiftly ejected. Then there was the one who couldn’t get an erection. “Can’t you all stop watching?” he asked.

“Nah,” Donna told him, “You gotta be able to perform under pressure for this gig.”

At one o'clock, they broke for lunch. Emily went out to get sandwiches, and they had a gap in the candidates. Then it was a long afternoon to get through the rest. Jason could tell the girls were flagging by the end, feeling sore and needing a lot of lube.

At the end of the day, they looked through the results and agreed on which ones to hire. There were ten successful candidates. Emma and Emily were given the task to phone them all tomorrow to give them the good news.


Chapter Ten




Over the next few months, their agency went from strength to strength. With 14 escorts on the books, they were finally able to cut the waiting list down, and Jason could now pick and choose his jobs instead of working every day. But demand was always growing, and Donna started hiring another one almost every week. Emma and Emily were kept busy in the office managing all the bookings.

Friday nights settled into a comfortable routine. Donna, Jason, Emily, and Emma would all go out for a drink in an expensive wine bar, and then back to Donna and Jason’s for an all-night foursome. Jason couldn’t believe his luck getting to spend the night in bed with three such sexually beautiful women. He often thought back to that first meeting with Donna on the balcony of his shitty block of flats and how it had changed his life so completely.

The money was really rolling in now. Jason had never had so much cash and was able to buy some tailored suits, an expensive watch, and a nice car. He took elocution lessons to learn to speak better. Donna, too, was wearing designer clothes and expensive handbags. She also bought a bright red Mazda MX-5 sports car.

They started socialising with the higher echelons of society too, being invited to charity balls and film premieres. Donna was soon known among all the rich and famous as someone who could provide what the horny, rich women of London craved.

Life was great. Donna and Jason moved into a new luxury flat overlooking the Thames. They ate at the best restaurants and went to all the best gigs and shows.

One Saturday, Jason had his most high-profile escort job yet. He was to accompany one of the executive producers of a film to the premier and she had booked him for the whole night. She was called Madeleine, was semi-famous, and had just split up with her husband. Jason bought a new, hand-tailored suit just for the occasion.

At six o'clock, a stretched limo drew up outside their flat. The driver opened the door for Jason, and he climbed into the back. Inside was Madeleine, the producer. She was fifty, but looked at least ten years younger, and she was very elegant and sexy. She was wearing a long evening dress and a diamond-studded choker around her neck. He felt his cock start to stir as soon as he saw her.

“Good evening,” she said, leaning over and shaking him by the hand, “I’m Madeleine, but call me Maddy.”

“Jason,” he said, “And I’m all yours for the evening.” She looked him up and down, a hungry smile on her lips.

They made small talk as the car moved off into the London traffic. Maddy knocked on the opaque window that separated them from the driver. It rolled smoothly down. “Yes, ma’am?” asked the driver.

“How long until we get there?” she asked.

“In this traffic? Probably fifteen minutes, ma’am,” he replied, before rolling the window up again.

Maddy hiked her dress up and then slipped her knickers all the way off. “You’ve got time to show me what you can do with your tongue,” she said, opening her legs wide and presenting herself to him.

Jason’s cock was suddenly hard and throbbing in his trousers. Fuck, she was beautiful; her bush was trimmed and neat. Her cunt was already pink and swollen. She used her fingers to open herself up, spreading her lips wide and letting him see inside her glistening opening.

He took hold of one leg and gently began to kiss it, working his way up towards her eager cunt. When he reached her inner thigh, she started moaning with anticipation. When he finally licked her clit she cried out with pleasure, her body arching.

She tasted fantastic, and he explored her depths with his tongue before focusing on her clit. Lapping at her and applying pressure to it, she soon threw her head back and climaxed, her fingers digging into the leather seats.

Sitting up, he took in the beautiful sight of her spread, wet core. Her pussy was even more flushed and swollen now, and leaking juices out onto the seats. He slid two fingers easily inside her, and he started to massage her G-spot. “Oh, yes, that’s good,” she moaned with pleasure.

Continuing to massage her inside, he found he could easily slide his other two fingers inside, too. She was very wet and open, and he was soon fucking her with all four fingers. He tucked his thumb in over the top and thrust his hand in her. She was loving every second of it, moaning and twisting on the seat.

He finally applied just a bit more pressure, and his knuckles disappeared inside her opening, her cunt swallowing his whole hand, “Oh my God!” she moaned.

He fucked her with his hand, and she suddenly started squirting all over the seats. She quickly moved her ass to the edge of the seat, and Jason moved his body back a little so it didn’t go on his suit. It was really fountaining out of her onto the floor of the car. The more he fucked her with his hand, the more she squirted until the carpet was soaked.

Finally, she couldn’t take it any more, and pulled his hand out of her with a wet popping sound. She clamped her legs shut and rolled about on the seat, her eyes closed as pleasure rushed through her.

Eventually, she could speak again, her words coming through laboured breath. “Nobody has ever done that to me before,” she gasped, “That was… amazing. Holy fuck.”

Jason gave her a smile, “That was beautiful,” he said genuinely, “You’re beautiful.”

“Fuck,” she repeated, trying to get her breath back, “We’re nearly there.”

She picked up her knickers and hurriedly pulled them back on, trying to arrange her hair and dress so she looked presentable. Her face and chest still held a tell-tale flush, though when the car stopped, and the driver came round to open the door for them.

Still slightly breathless, they walked up the red carpet to the historic theatre, pausing to have their photo taken by the waiting press. Madeleine held Jason’s arm, pulling him closely and even kissing him on the cheek for the cameras. “I hope my ex-husband sees that,” she whispered to him.

Madeleine knew everyone in the theatre, and she had to greet and chat with them. She introduced Jason to people as her new boyfriend. They took their seats for the film, and the lights went out. Madeleine cuddled up to Jason and put her hand on his thigh.

It was quite a steamy film, and as soon as the first sex scene came on the screen, Maddy’s hand started to rub his thigh. Soon, she was brushing against his cock and making him hard. In the dark, she slowly unzipped his fly and slipped her hand inside, grasping his thick shaft with her hand and stroking him.

She lifted her lips up to his ear, “As soon as we get out of here, I need to suck your big cock,” she whispered.

After the film, they made their way to the hotel next door, where there was a big party for the premiere. In the ballroom, large round tables were laid out for dinner. “I’m just going to freshen up in the ladies,” said Madeleine to her colleagues. “Follow me,” she mouthed to Jason silently.

As soon as she had left, Jason excused himself and followed her down a corridor. Checking no one could see, he slipped into the ladies' after her. Inside was a luxury bathroom with marble and gold taps. Maddy grabbed him by his tie and pulled him into a stall. Putting the lid of the toilet down, she sat on it and turned to face Jason.

She undid his trousers and hurriedly pulled them down, freeing his big cock that hardened in her hand. Soon she was enthusiastically sucking it and stroking the shaft with one hand. The other hand massaged his balls. She was getting it impressively far into her throat. Jason was already in a state of heightened arousal, and it didn’t take long before he felt his cum rising and his balls tightening.1

“I’m going to come,” he warned her in an urgent whisper.

She didn’t stop what she was doing, and seconds later, the warmth of his orgasm flushed through his whole body, and he felt himself flooding her mouth with cum. She swallowed, but there was too much, and some of it ran down her chin. More and more cum pulsed out, and eventually she had to give up and just hold his cock as he squirted onto the floor.

“I love your cock,” she told him.

They sneaked out of the stall. There was no one in the main part of the bathroom, but the stall next to them was now occupied. Jason would have been amazed if they hadn’t been able to hear them.

They enjoyed a fantastic seven-course meal. Maddy was obviously horny and took any excuse to touch Jason or feed him food from her fingers. They were getting looks from the other dinner guests. She also kept stroking his leg with hers under the table. “I need your cock in me as soon as possible,” she whispered in his ear when she got a chance.

After the meal, the tables were cleared away, and the ballroom turned into a dancefloor. A band started to play, and a few couples began to dance. Jason was returning from the restroom when he was stopped by a tall Asian woman in an expensive-looking black dress.

“Ah, Mr Jason,” she said.

“Hello, do I know you?” he asked.

“You can call me Mistress Lee. I know all about you and your partner, Donna. I know all about your little… accounting firm,” she sounded threatening. Jason suddenly felt extremely anxious; he didn’t think she was a prospective punter.

“Who… are you?” he stammered.

She moved closer to him and put her hand on his chest, stroking him sensually. “Let’s just say I’m your competition. And we don’t like competition in our business. So I’m here to make you an offer. Close your agency and come and work for me, and we can work something out. If you don’t, then you might find it’s a lot harder to operate when the police get involved.” She pulled away from him. “Let’s hope you and Donna make the right choice,” she said. Then she turned and stalked off.

Jason’s heart was pounding in his chest, and he was sweating. Fuck, he’d better phone Donna. He found a pay phone in the lobby and called his flat. It rang for ages before Donna answered the phone, sounding out of breath.

"Donna, it's Jason," he spoke urgently into the phone, recounting the threat they'd just received against them and the agency.

"Jason, calm down," she reassured him after he'd finished. "It's probably nothin’. She ain't gonna risk bringin' heat on herself by snitchin' to the rozzers. Chill out and enjoy your night."

"Got mates round?" Jason queried, catching the sound of male voices in the background. It dawned on him how out of breath she'd sounded when she picked up the phone.

"Oh, yeah, you could say that," she giggled naughtily. "Was missin' you, so I got a couple of our upper-class lads round for a bit of fun. Had both their cocks in me when you called."

"Donna, you're a proper slag, but I love ya," he chuckled.

"Love ya too, now crack on," she replied briskly.

“Ah, there you are,” said Madeleine when he went back into the ballroom. She reached up and kissed him passionately, “I can’t wait any longer, let’s go up to my room.”

They took the elevator up to the tenth floor, and Madeleine let them into the room she had booked for the night. As soon as they were inside, she pulled him onto the bed and started making out with him, her tongue in his mouth. She seemed desperate for him, running her hands all over his body.

Sitting up, she pulled her dress off over her head, slipped her knickers off, and unhooked her bra. Soon, she was naked in front of him. She had an amazing body, especially considering her age, and her breasts were small but still pert and firm. She opened her legs and started to touch herself as Jason admired her.

“Take your clothes off and fuck me,” she begged him. All thoughts of the threatening Asian lady had left his mind.

Jason stripped off as she watched and masturbated and then climbed between her legs. His hard cock slid easily into her open cunt, and her warmth enveloped him. She lifted her legs up to take him as deep as possible, and they kissed passionately as he thrust deep inside her.

They had slow, passionate sex, Jason gradually building up his pace. Her mouth was hungry for him, her tongue kissing him urgently. When she came, she gripped his ass tightly with her fingers and moaned into his mouth as the pleasure washed through her.

She rolled him over and started to ride him, her small breasts in his face. He reached up and took one of her hard nipples in his mouth. Her cunt felt soaking wet as she slid up and down him. Soon they were kissing again as she climaxed.

It was a more gentle and passionate exchange than Jason was used to; he got the feeling that Maddy was missing some intimacy in her life and that it was about more than just sex. Jason rolled back on top of her and started to take her slowly, but with forceful thrusts. Soon, he was getting close to his own climax.

“Come inside me,” she begged him. Jason felt himself tip over the edge, and a warm flush of pleasure rushed through his body as he released inside her. He stayed inside her for a while after, kissing and stroking her.

But soon they had to go back to the party; it was work for Maddy, and she had to be seen. There was no sign of the tall Asian lady.

It was late when the party finished, and they returned to the room. Maddy invited him into the shower. In the hot, steamy atmosphere of the luxury shower, they washed each other all over, and then Jason took her again from behind, her breasts pressed up against the glass of the shower divider.

After Maddy had climaxed hard, she turned and kissed Jason. “There’s something I’ve always wanted done to me,” she said hesitantly.

“What’s that?” asked Jason.

“Have my ass licked,” she said shyly.

A big grin spread across Jason’s face. “Say no more,” he said. He turned her gently round again so she was pressed against the shower glass. Then he slowly kissed her down the centre of her back until he reached her ass. Opening her cheeks with his hands, he kissed her on her tight puckered asshole. She gasped with pleasure.

He opened her wider and started licking all around her opening, the water streaming down her back and over his face. She was moaning happily now, “That feels so good,” she whispered. Her hand went between her legs, and she started rubbing her clit. “Keep going,” she begged.

Jason had her as open as he could now with his fingers, his tongue exploring her. Suddenly, he felt her clench as an intense orgasm washed over her, and she nearly fell to the floor, grabbing the shower screen to stay up.

They grabbed towels, dried off a bit, and went to the bed. Maddy lay on her back, her legs up in the air. She spread her own cheeks with her hands, and Jason dived in again, licking and exploring her rear entrance again. This time, he put some lube on his fingers and pushed one deep inside her. He fucked her ass with his finger while she rubbed her clit and climaxed yet again.

“I’ve always fantasised about being fucked in the ass too,” she confided.

Jason had already guessed that. He coated his cock with lube and pressed it against her tight opening. She was nice and relaxed now, and he slid easily inside her. She held her legs up with her hands behind her knees and cried out in pleasure. “So, good,” she moaned.

He started to fuck her ass, working his way deeper inside her with every thrust. It didn’t take long before she started coming again, and this time it was accompanied by fountains of liquid squirting from her all over him. The more he fucked her ass, the more she came and squirted on him.

It was a huge turn-on for Jason, and soon he couldn’t hold back much longer. He picked up the pace and let out an almighty groan as he released inside her, filling her ass with his cum.

Exhausted, they fell asleep in each other's arms. When they awoke, it was morning. Maddy made him fuck her in the ass one last time, and they went down for breakfast. Afterwards, it was time to say goodbye. Jason had felt more of a connection with her than he usually did with clients, but he had to keep it professional, and he resisted the urge to ask her to meet up with him as friends.


Chapter Eleven




One day, Jason found himself idling away the hours at their office, not accomplishing much beyond observing Emma and Emily as they went about their tasks. Every time they needed to retrieve files, they would deliberately bend over, teasingly flaunting their knickers in Jason's direction and lingering in the position longer than strictly necessary.

And if they happened to reach for something near him, they would lean right over, affording him glimpses down their tops at their ample cleavage. It was a playful game of teasing, one that Jason thoroughly enjoyed, anticipating that it might eventually lead to a threesome in the back room. But for now, he was content to sit back and enjoy the show.

Donna had been out interviewing a new employee, but she returned looking rather pleased with herself.

"Did he get the gig?" Jason asked.

"Oh my days, yeah!" she exclaimed, settling onto the desk next to Jason. "I can barely walk. He was proper massive and rough, just how I like 'em."

"You don't reckon we've gone a bit too big, do ya?" said Jason, cautious as ever. There hadn’t been any sign of the Asian lady who had threatened him, but he hadn’t forgotten what she said.

"Don't worry, babe," Donna reassured him. "And I've got some good news." She rummaged through a drawer and produced a piece of paper, handing it to Jason. It was a bank statement. "Check out the total at the bottom," she instructed.

"Holy fuck!" Jason exclaimed, rising to his feet in astonishment. The number at the bottom of the statement was over one million pounds. "We've got this much money?"

"Yes!" Donna laughed, enveloping him in a big hug. "We're loaded! Still reckon we're expanding too much?"

"I s'pose not," said Jason.

Donna ran her hand over his chest, her touch sending a shiver down his spine. "Being rich is making me proper horny," she whispered seductively in his ear.

"Being skint made you horny too, though," Jason pointed out with a cheeky grin.

Suddenly, the office door swung open, and two men walked in. Dressed in casual attire, they both sported leather jackets and jeans, their rugged appearance suggesting a no-nonsense attitude. Each man sported a thick moustache, making them look like Vice Squad detectives from a bad TV drama.

"Can I help you?" Donna inquired, her voice betraying a hint of apprehension.

"I'm Detective Inspector Smith, and this is Detective Constable Green," announced one of the men, his deep voice brimming with authority. "Vice squad. Who is the owner of this business?"

"That'll be me," Donna replied, "And this is my business partner, Jason."

The detective nodded, his expression unreadable as he glanced briefly at Jason before turning his attention back to Donna. "Can we have a word in private?" he requested, his tone firm and businesslike.

Donna glanced over at Emma and Emily, who had paused in their tasks to observe the newcomers with curiosity. "Alright, come into me office," she agreed, leading the detectives towards a separate room located at the back of the office. With a sense of anxiety building in his stomach, Jason followed closely behind.

They all pulled up chairs around the desk. There was an atmosphere of tense anticipation. "How can we help you, Inspector?" asked Donna, her tone polite but tinged with apprehension.

"We've had a report that you may be living off immoral earnings," stated Smith.

"Amongst other allegations," added Green, his tone laced with a hint of menace as he leaned in closer.

"For example, running a brothel, soliciting sex, not paying taxes," continued Smith, each accusation delivered with a cold precision that sent a chill down Jason's spine.

Jason's heart pounded in fear as the detectives laid out their accusations, his mind racing with the implications of their words. But to his surprise, Donna remained remarkably composed.

Standing up with an air of confidence, Donna strode over to a filing cabinet and retrieved a folder, placing it squarely in front of Detective Inspector Smith. "Here’s our last tax return," she stated calmly. "I reckon you'll find everything in order. We've paid our corporation tax, National Insurance for all our employees, and we're registered for VAT."

Jason sat there, his mouth agape in astonishment. He had never realised just how efficient and resourceful Donna could be, and in that moment, a newfound sense of admiration swelled within him.

"And as for the other allegations," Donna continued, her voice unwavering, "It's not illegal to run an escort agency. We merely charge a fee to introduce escorts to our clients. What happens after that ain’t our problem. We're not a brothel; nothing happens here on the premises, and we don't advertise, so there's no soliciting."

Her confident assertion seemed to give the detectives pause, their expressions betraying a hint of uncertainty. Green picked up the tax file and started leafing through it, his brow furrowed as he glanced uncertainly at his superior.

"However," Donna continued, her tone cordial, "We have every admiration for our brave law enforcement officers. Allow me to introduce two of my admin assistants who can make the rest of your visit very comfortable and answer any other questions you may have."

With a subtle signal through the glass window to the main office, Donna beckoned Emma and Emily to enter. As they stepped into the room, they exuded their usual stunning presence, though Jason couldn't help but notice that their skirts seemed to be hiked up even further than usual, and a few buttons on their blouses appeared to have been undone.

They entered the room and sauntered up to the two detectives, each taking a seat on a lap. Wrapping their arms around the detectives' necks, they initiated passionate kisses, their seductive allure captivating the men. Jason watched in amazement as the detectives reciprocated, eagerly kissing the girls back. Green's hand immediately moved up to Emily's ample breast, squeezing and fondling it.

Donna gracefully rose from her seat and moved towards the door, gesturing for Jason to follow. Once they were outside, she whispered conspiratorially, "These vice squad lot are all the same. They'll do whatever we want 'em to after this."

They moved over to peer through the window into the office, where the scene had escalated rapidly. Emma was already topless, her voluptuous breasts on full display as DI Smith eagerly suckled on one of them, his mouth engulfing her hard nipple while she sat astride his lap. With her head thrown back in pleasure, eyes closed in ecstasy, Emma seemed lost in the throes of passion.

Meanwhile, Emily knelt before DC Green, her actions swift and purposeful. With deft hands, she removed his trousers, revealing his thick cock, which she eagerly took into her mouth, her lips enveloping him.

"Where’d you find those girls?" Jason asked, realising that he’d never asked this before.

"Cleaners from the company I used to work for," Donna answered matter-of-factly. "They both got master's degrees in physics, but couldn’t land jobs in that field. You've got no idea what we used to get up to in rich folks' houses when they were at work. They're lovers, and they live together. If they could tie the knot legally, they would."

Emma was now completely naked, her voluptuous form showcased in all its glory as she perched on the edge of the desk, her legs spread wide to reveal her glistening, hairy cunt. Detective Inspector Smith wasted no time in positioning himself between her legs, his own arousal evident as his hard cock throbbed with anticipation. He plunged into her depths with a forceful thrust, eliciting a sharp cry of pleasure from Emma, audible through the glass of the window. He started to fuck her hard as she sat on the desk, moaning loudly.

Donna lifted her skirt and slipped her hand into her knickers, touching herself as she observed the erotic scene unfolding in the office. Meanwhile, Jason's hand gravitated towards his hard bulge, squeezing his cock and savouring the sensations coursing through him as he remained transfixed by the captivating display.

Soon, both Emma and Emily found themselves positioned on the edge of the desk side by side, their legs spread wide to accommodate the relentless thrusting of the two detectives. The room was filled with the sound of their primal grunts and the rhythmic slapping of skin against skin as the intensity of their fucking escalated.

The two women were clearly enjoying it immensely, their pleasure evident in the way their bodies moved in time with each thrust. With each powerful thrust, their ample breasts bounced back and forth, their moans of ecstasy mingling with the sounds of their passionate embrace. They leaned towards each other, opening their mouths and kissing each other as the two men took them.

Meanwhile, Donna's arousal reached new heights as she continued to pleasure herself with increasing urgency. Her fingers moved with a frantic pace, driving her towards the brink of ecstasy with each passing moment. Jason could hear her moans of pleasure growing louder until the sounds of her climax echoed in the air next to him.

"Jesus Christ, Jason, fuck me," Donna exclaimed as she leaned over the desk before them. Without a moment's hesitation, Jason withdrew his cock, his movements swift and decisive as he shifted her knickers aside and plunged into her depths.

Even as Donna and Jason fucked, they were watching the scene in the office. The two detectives switched places, Emma and Emily remained perched on the desk, legs open and looking even more swollen and open than before. The detectives wasted no time in resuming thrusting deep inside them.

As the room filled with the sound of their moans and the rhythmic cadence of their fucking, Donna climaxed again on Jason’s cock, and he felt himself suddenly filling her with his cum. When he pulled out, it flooded out of her, running down her leg.

“Fuuuck,” moaned Donna, “That was a proper intense orgasm.”

Jason tucked his cock away, but in the other room, the detectives were still screwing Emma and Emily as hard as they could. They had them bent over the desk now, holding their hips and thrusting into them in tandem.

This went on for some time. Eventually, the detectives must have climaxed because they finally emerged from the inner office, flushed and sweaty. Emma and Emily followed, doing up the buttons on their shirts and looking even more flustered.

"Well," remarked DI Smith, "Everything appears to be in order. I'll inform my superiors that the complaint made against you was spurious and vindictive. Rest assured, you'll have our full protection should any further incidents arise."

"Cheers, Detective," Donna replied, offering her hand in gratitude. "And if you need anything from us down the line, just give us a shout."

With a nod of acknowledgment, DI Smith and DC Green made their way towards the door, their departure signalling the end of the stressful encounter. As they exited the premises, the air seemed to shift, the tension that had filled the room dissipating in their wake.

Jason watched them go, a sense of relief washing over him.


Chapter Twelve




Later that week, Jason was hanging out at the office again. As he reached for another cigarette, his hand froze mid-air, a sinking feeling creeping over him as he realised he'd smoked his last. "Bugger," he muttered under his breath. With a resigned sigh, he straightened up and announced, "I'm just popping out for some fags,"

He set off down the street towards the newsagents. However, he had barely disappeared from view of the office when the shrill screech of tyres tore through the air, sending a shiver of unease down his spine. Before he knew what was happening, a hood was yanked over his head, enveloping him in darkness, and the firm grip of two unseen assailants seized him, pulling him backwards.

His heart pounded in his chest as he was unceremoniously hurled through the side door of a waiting van. Panic surged through him as he struggled against his captors, but they were far too strong for him.

As the van accelerated away, Jason was jolted by the sudden movement, his hands swiftly bound behind his back with tight, unforgiving restraints. "Don't make a sound," a voice commanded, its tone cold and menacing, sending a chill down Jason's spine.

As the vehicle rushed through the streets, Jason's mind raced with a torrent of questions, his heart hammering against his chest in a frantic rhythm. Fear gripped him tightly, his body trembling with apprehension. Who were these captors, and why had they targeted him? The uncertainty gnawed at his thoughts, amplifying the sense of dread that consumed him.

Eventually, the van came to a halt, and he heard the door open. He was dragged out and then thrown into a chair. His bound hands were tied to the chair, and finally the bag was pulled off his head. The bright lights took a while to get used to, but eventually he adjusted and saw he was in an abandoned warehouse. This didn’t look good.

Before him stood the tall Asian woman, her imposing presence accentuated by the two hulking figures flanking her on either side. Both men looked like hired muscle with bald heads and tattoos adorning their muscular frames. Their thick, sturdy necks hinted at their formidable strength.

"Mr. Jason," the woman addressed him, her voice commanding attention. "Good of you to join us."

Caught off guard by the unexpected encounter, Jason's voice wavered as he posed the inevitable question, “What do you want?” He struggled against the discomfort of his bindings, he winced as the cords dug into his wrists, his mind racing with the fear of the unknown.

"I made you an offer to give up your agency and work for me, but you turned me down," she said as she shook her head in mock dismay. "So, I attempted to have you shut down by tipping off the police, but it appears you managed to charm those incompetent detectives, and the investigation was swiftly dropped."

Frustration evident in her movements; she paced back and forth before him. "Now, I've been left with no choice but to take matters into my own hands," she declared, her hands planted firmly on her hips as she regarded him with a steely gaze.

"Take his trousers off," she suddenly ordered one of her men, who moved swiftly to comply, stripping Jason of his trousers and pants until they pooled around his ankles as he remained seated in the chair. She stared at his flaccid cock with a hint of admiration. "Hmm, so the rumours are true, very impressive," she remarked. "But I'd like to see it hard."

"I'm not exactly in the mood," Jason complained, his discomfort evident in his tone.

"What's your rate?" she inquired.

"Five hundred an hour, why?" Jason replied, somewhat taken aback by her unexpected line of questioning.

Without a word, she extended her hand, and one of the henchmen meticulously counted out five hundred pounds in fifty-pound notes, placing them into her awaiting palm.

The woman strode over to Jason, deftly tucking the money into the pocket of his shirt. "Do you accept my booking?" she whispered seductively into his ear. Her hand was on his thigh, and he felt his cock start to stir, despite his predicament of being tied to a chair in an abandoned warehouse.

"Er... I guess so," Jason conceded, his resolve wavering in the face of her undeniable charm. After all, perhaps her proposition offered a chance for escape, and he couldn't deny how beautiful she was.

But she had no intention of untying him. Instead, she gracefully dropped to her knees before the chair, taking his cock into her mouth. Jason couldn't help but feel a surge of arousal as her warm tongue teased the tip of his cock, sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. With a delicate touch, she wrapped her small hand around his shaft, skillfully stroking him until he was fully erect.

As he hardened beneath her touch, she leaned back, her eyes tracing the contours of his hard cock with admiration. "So big," she murmured appreciatively. "I wish you had come and worked for me."

She rose to her feet and reached beneath her dress, swiftly discarding her knickers and letting them fall to the floor. She stepped out of them, her movements fluid and purposeful. Straddling Jason on the chair, she hiked up her dress. In the dim light of the warehouse, he caught a glimpse of her jet-black bush, a stark contrast against the pale skin of her inner thighs.

Her arms enveloped his neck, drawing him closer as she pressed her ample cleavage against his face, the intoxicating scent of her perfume filling his senses. Jason couldn't help but inhale deeply, his arousal mounting with each breath. As she moved her hips back and forth, Jason felt his cock nestled snugly between her slick folds, the friction igniting a fire within him.

"Mmm, so big and hard," she moaned in pleasure. The sensation of her clit rubbing against his throbbing shaft was making him even more turned on. Meanwhile, the two men remained motionless, their stony expressions betraying no hint of emotion as they stood guard behind her.

She continued to grind against him for several minutes, savouring the delicious friction between their bodies as pleasure pulsed through her. With a subtle adjustment of her angle, she guided his cock to her wet opening, the slick heat of her arousal enveloping him as she sank down onto him, taking him fully inside her.

A long, loud moan escaped her lips as she felt him fill her completely, her slick walls gripping his length with a delicious tightness that sent waves of ecstasy coursing through them both. Panting and gasping with pleasure, she began to ride him, her movements fluid and rhythmic as she lifted herself up before sinking back down onto him. Jason couldn't help but lose himself in the sensation of her tightness surrounding him. Bound to the chair, he surrendered himself completely to her control.

Suddenly, she let out a loud howl, her voice echoing through the empty warehouse as an intense orgasm ripped through her body. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, her grip on him tightening as her cunt convulsed around his cock with a voracious hunger. Jason could feel her walls contracting around him, pulsating in rhythmic waves of ecstasy as the climax consumed her.

Once she had caught her breath and regained her composure, she rose from his lap, allowing his cock to slide out of her, glistening with her milky white essence. She turned around and backed up onto him.

Jason watched in awe as she impaled herself on him once more, her movements confident and purposeful as she rode him with renewed vigour, facing away from him. From this angle, he had an unobstructed view of her lips stretched around his thick cock. Above, he caught a glimpse of her darker asshole. He longed to touch it, but his hands were still firmly tied to the chair.

She increased her pace, her movements becoming more frantic as she lifted herself up until his dick was almost fully out of her, before impaling herself back down, taking him deep inside her with each thrust. The relentless rhythm continued, driving them both towards the precipice of ecstasy once more.

As she reached the peak of pleasure, another climax washed over her, her body trembling with the intensity of her release. Yet, even in the throes of passion, Jason couldn't help but voice his desire for freedom.

"Maybe if you untied me, I could fuck you better," he suggested.

“I’m not falling for that,” she laughed. Turning around, she resumed their intimate embrace, her eyes locking with his as she rode him face to face once more. "Such a handsome boy," she murmured, her hand tenderly stroking his face as she continued to ride him with an intensity that left them both gasping for breath.

As Jason felt the familiar tightening in his balls, signalling his impending release, he began to groan with the overwhelming pleasure building within him. But just as he reached the brink of ecstasy, she abruptly dismounted, her hand swiftly wrapping around his throbbing cock.

She began to stroke him, her movements skillful and deliberate as she coaxed him towards his climax. And then, with a sudden surge of intensity, he came, his orgasm erupting with explosive force, his cum shooting high into the air in a series of powerful spurts.

She continued to stroke his cock, milking every last drop of his release until the final traces of his come oozed out and trailed down his shaft. Then, without a word, she left him there, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure, covered in his own cum.

Meanwhile, the two men remained as impassive as ever, their stoic expressions betraying no hint of emotion as they stood vigilantly on either side.

When Mistress Lee returned, a cordless telephone clutched in her hand, a devious glint danced in her eyes. "I'm going to call Donna," she declared. "And you will tell her to give me your full client list in exchange for your freedom."

"Alright, but can you pull my trousers back up first?" Jason requested.

"No," she replied, smirking. With a swift motion, she dialled the number for their office, then held the phone next to Jason's ear, ensuring she could hear too.

"Hello?" Donna's voice crackled through the receiver.

"Donna, listen up, it's Jason," he began urgently, his heart pounding with anxiety. "The lady I told you about has kidnapped me and says she'll only let me go if you hand over our client list."

"Oh, really, babe?" Donna's response was disconcertingly nonchalant, sending a chill down Jason's spine. Then, after a brief pause, she delivered the crushing blow. "I'm sorry, but I can't do that. That list is worth millions."

"What?" Jason's voice wavered with shock and disbelief. "You can't leave me here, I dunno what they're capable of."

"Sorry, babe," came Donna's cold reply before she abruptly hung up, leaving Jason reeling in stunned silence. The realisation dawned on him with a sickening clarity: Donna, the woman he thought loved him, was abandoning him to the mercy of these ruthless individuals. As the weight of betrayal settled heavily upon him, Jason couldn't help but feel a sense of profound despair.

Mistress Lee looked surprised, her expression momentarily betraying a flicker of astonishment at Donna's refusal. After a few moments thought, she regained her composure, her lips curling into a sinister smile.

"Let's see how she feels tomorrow when you don't come home," she declared ominously, her words hanging in the air like a foreboding omen. With a decisive flick of her heels, she stalked off, leaving Jason in the care of his two guards, his trousers still around his ankles.

It was a long and boring day. Night fell outside, and Jason remained strapped to the chair. His guards allowed him to use the toilet and dress himself, but then tied him back to the chair. Meanwhile, they retreated to a table at the warehouse's edge, where they spent the hours with cigarettes and games of cards.

It must have been around midnight when the eerie silence was shattered by the creaking of the warehouse door. In walked two glamorous blondes in high heels and small, tight dresses. Their large breasts were bulging out of the top.

Jason couldn’t believe it; it was Emma and Emily. The click of their heels followed them across the floor as they confidently walked up to the two guards.

"Your boss sent us to relieve your boredom," Emily announced in a sexy voice.

"Something about rewarding your loyalty," added Emma, a mischievous twinkle in her eye as she echoed her companion's sentiment.

Jason desperately tried to suppress the smile he felt building inside him.

Emma sat on the lap of one guard, and Emily on the other. They started kissing them, stroking their hard, muscled chests with their hands. Soon they had removed their t-shirts. "Ooh, you're so strong," Emma cooed, her fingers tracing the contours of his tattooed biceps with a delicate touch.

Emily’s hand was in the trousers of her guard, moving rhythmically as she stroked him. Emma knelt before hers, pulling down his trousers and exposing his dick. Jason couldn’t believe how tiny it was, proudly standing up, rock hard, but a stark contrast to the powerful presence of the muscular man it belonged to.

Emma didn’t betray any sense of disappointment in his manhood. Instead, she bent over and took the whole thing easily in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down as she sucked him.

Now Emily stood up, bending over the table and facing away from Jason. He watched as he slipped her knickers off and hiked her dress up, exposing the beautiful hair-covered cunt that Jason knew so well. She opened herself up with her hands. “Fuck me,” she told her guard. He stood behind her and pulled his cock out through the fly of his trousers. He turned away from Jason and started thrusting into her.

Emma bent over the table in the same way, and the guard with the tiny dick entered her from behind, too. Jason knew what Emma sounded like when she was experiencing the pleasure of being fucked, and it wasn’t like this. Instead, she was making fake porn-star noises as if it were the best thing ever. He was worried she was overdoing it, but the guard didn’t seem to think anything was amiss.

With the two guards preoccupied and facing away from him, Jason's heart raced with anticipation as he watched Donna slip in through the warehouse door, her figure cloaked in black. Moving with stealthy determination, she crept towards him and used a Stanley knife to cut the cords binding his wrists to the chair.

Rubbing the life back into his wrists, they quietly made their way to the exit of the warehouse. As they reached the door, Donna turned back, her voice ringing out with unexpected boldness. "Oi, wankers!" she shouted at the guards.

“Fuck!” shouted the one with the small dick, pulling out, he tried to rush towards Donna and Jason. Unfortunately for him, his trousers were round his ankles, causing him to stumble and go careening across the warehouse floor in a clumsy sprawl.

The other guard had more sense to pull his trousers up. As he rushed towards them, Jason saw Emma and Emily heading for the fire exit at the far end of the warehouse.

Donna and Jason went through the door, and Donna closed it behind them, sliding the deadbolt across, making it impossible to open from the other side. They heard the guard banging impotently on the metal door.

Donna led him to the car park where her brand new Mazda MX-5 was waiting. They dived inside, and Donna wasted no time in firing up the engine and spinning the wheels as she floored it towards the exit of the industrial estate.

As they reached the main road, Donna eased off the accelerator, seamlessly merging into the flow of traffic heading back into London. In the opposite direction, a procession of police cars zoomed past, their blue lights flashing and sirens blaring in a cacophony of urgency.

"Oh, fuckin' hell!" exclaimed Jason in excitement. "I can't believe you pulled that off!"

"Shit!" Donna exclaimed, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her heart still pounding with adrenaline. "Neither can I."

“I knew you wouldn’t just leave me there,” lied Jason.

“Of course not, babe,” she said, putting her hand on his thigh as they sped through the night. Even more police cars were tearing past them in the opposite direction. “I tipped off our friendly detectives,” she said, “But I thought it best to get you out first.”

"How'd you find me though?" he asked.

"One of our clients is some big shot at British Telecom with some proper specific kinks," she explained. "She owes me a few favours after I hooked her up with a couple of our toffs who were game for whatever perverted stuff she wanted. Got her to trace the call to our office back to that warehouse."

"Oh, you're a bloody genius," said Jason, full of admiration. "But what about Emma and Emily?"

"They begged me to let 'em help. They've got a getaway motor by the fire escape," Donna explained.

Suddenly, a phone started ringing in the dark of the car. "Ah, me new carphone," she said, a smirk playing on her lips. "It's the latest thing." Jason watched in amazement as Donna reached for a handset on the centre console.

"Yes?" she said, her voice serious as she listened intently with one hand on the steering wheel. After a moment, she nodded. "Thanks, detective," she said, then hung up.

"They've nicked the two guards. Mistress Lee wasn't there, but they've found a load of files and records, including details of all her bank accounts. They reckon they'll nab her soon enough. And they've got enough evidence of kidnapping, extortion, and other dodgy shit to charge her," Donna relayed, her eyes flicking over to Jason.

"You know, all this adrenaline's got me proper horny. Let's find a car park and christen the Mazda," she suggested with a mischievous grin.

They pulled into a lay-by by the side of the road. Jason slid his chair all the way back, and Donna straddled him. Their kissing was intense as the adrenaline pumped through them. Donna freed Jason’s hard cock from his trousers and guided it past her knickers into her cunt. They began to fuck each other hard, the emotions of the night finally finding an outlet.

Jason usually took control and took Donna roughly, but now she was in control. She put her hand on his throat, pinning him to the car seat as she fucked him like never before. Her hips rocked back and forth as she took him as deep inside her as she could.

Jason felt himself coming inside her, but she didn’t stop; she just kept fucking him. He stayed hard, his own cum leaking out of her and coating his groin as she fucked him. Their fucking increased in intensity until she finally climaxed, actually screaming with pleasure. Jason released inside her for the second time in only a few minutes.

Panting with the exertion, Donna returned to the driver's seat. Without a word, she started the car and merged back into the traffic that had been flowing past them.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said after a while, “It’s about time we made Emma and Emily full partners in the business.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” replied Jason.

Back at the office, Emma and Emily were already there. The four of them hugged, laughing about their exploits. Donna produced some champagne from a drawer, and they passed the bottle around, celebrating their daring escape.


Epilogue




After working so hard and after all the stress and excitement, Donna and Jason decided to take a break. Donna would only allow them a week, but they flew to Nice in France. First class, of course.

The first morning, they woke to beautiful sunshine in their five-star hotel. They fucked in bed, and then in the shower. It wasn’t until lunchtime that they were ready to go out and explore the beach.

As they walked along the beach, Jason’s mouth dropped open. Half the women were topless, their tanned breasts unashamedly on full display. Donna untied her own bikini top and joined them.

“I could get used to this,” said Jason, his cock twitching in his swim shorts.

They found a beach bar and bought some cocktails. As they sipped on their drinks, Jason looked at Donna and thought about how beautiful and clever she was and how much he loved her. Now they had so much money, he thought, they didn’t really need to carry on with the agency. Maybe he’d suggest they move into something more conventional.

However, Donna had other ideas. Taking a long sip of her Pina Colada, she picked up the little paper umbrella from her drink and twirled it in her fingers. “I’ve been thinkin’,” she said.

“Yeah?” said Jason, suddenly getting a sick feeling in his stomach.

"I reckon it's time we moved into porn."

THE END
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