

Secret Slut

Exhibitionism in the classroom

For all my life, 18-year-olds have been separated in a different section of the school, so we’re allowed, even encouraged, to “explore our bodies without fear of judgement.” A phrase most of us interpret as “have sex all you want as long as it’s on school grounds.”

Something about doing it in a safe environment with an emphasis on learning proper sex education and keeping out the stigma of our bodies that used to be so prevalent in society.

I’m a bit of an outcast at my school, however, because I refuse to participate. Meaning, I don’t let anyone take me. I’m pretty much the only one in my section at school.

I have no respect for the people at my school who have sex with anyone, just to have a cheap orgasm. I mean, sex is about losing your thoughts, letting go of your mind, and giving yourself over to pleasure.

18-year-old boys are just not up to the task. Or so I thought.


Chapter One

When I woke up Thursday morning I was immediately filled with dread. I had been so nervous the night before, my sleep was fretful, and I wasn’t ready for the day at all.

Why?

It was grade day at school.

For all my life, 18-year-olds have been separated in a different section of the school, so we’re allowed, even encouraged, to “explore our bodies without fear of judgement.” A phrase most of us interpret as “have sex all you want as long as it’s on school grounds.”

Something about doing it in a safe environment with an emphasis on learning proper sex education and keeping out the stigma of our bodies that used to be so prevalent in society. I can’t imagine the world my grandparents grew up in, where women were told to cover their shoulders so not to distract the boys, but guys could walk outside without a shirt on and no one pointed out that all the girls would be distracted, too.

The “sexual liberation” seems to have mostly benefited society through the years. Grade day, however, is a new program within the private schools across the country, only accepted a couple years ago.

My parents had needed me to explain it when they were told that my school would be participating.

Basically, they realized that sex could be used as a motivator for better grades. Four times a year, each class lists the top three in grades for both guys and girls. Then, whoever’s left, one girl and one guy are randomly selected to be the prize. Essentially, they must do whatever the winners want, which of course is just to fuck them during class.

Admittedly, it’s awesome. If you’re one of the winners, you can ask the prize to do anything to you, or let you do to them. It’s certainly a motivator, and grades have indeed gone up overall in the last couple years since implementing it.

I’m a bit of an outcast at my school, however, because I refuse to participate. Meaning, I don’t let anyone fuck me. I’m pretty much the only one in my section at school.

But now the 3rd grade day is here.

I study hard to keep in the top 3, and just refuse to sleep with the prize. But my first class that day was history, and I’m terrible at it. I’ve managed to avoid being picked as the prize so far, but only from sheer dumb luck.

You can only be a prize once for the entire year, and the number of available students are dwindling while my odds of getting picked are increasing.

If I’m picked, I’ll have no choice but to sleep with the winners. And that will be extremely dangerous. Not because I don’t want to have sex, or have never had it, but because of how much I want to have sex.

I have no respect for the people at my school who fuck anyone who comes by, just to have a cheap orgasm. I mean, don’t they even realize what good sex is? It’s losing your thoughts, letting go of your mind, and debasing yourself into nothing more than a set of holes to give and receive pleasure. And trust me, those high school boys are not up for the task. I refuse to open my legs to anyone who can’t fuck me into submission, and I know I won’t find that at school.

The problem is once I get a little attention, my body will follow it all the way through, even if it’s not that good.

I’m terrified that if I’m ever a prize, I’ll tumble down that rabbit hold and not return, letting any immature boy enter me.

And I can’t let that happen.

As a result, I’ve had to look elsewhere.

I turned 18 over the summer before senior year, and damn what a summer.

That’s when I learned what good sex is, and that it was worth it to hold off for truly satisfying sex.

I tried the high school boy thing. I lost my virginity while on a family camping trip. While swimming I met another 18-year-old boy, who told me he’d had sex with lots of other girls and could teach me.

I was eager to learn, and for half a week we snuck away to “go hiking”, humping like rabbits in the woods. My first time was against a tree with the sound of the river beside us.

It was beautiful scenery, and he was a fun person, but it wasn’t very good. I chalked it up to nerves at first, but we fucked many times during that trip, and it never got much better, even as my confidence in my body grew.

Since then I’ve learned what to do. Not just in bed, but how to find good partners, too.

I don’t always keep the men around long, but it’s sure fun getting them.

Cafes are one of my favorite places to “shop” for men. I put on my school uniform, a classic white button up and red plaid skirt, with a black lace bra underneath and white panties. As I get in line to order I look around find a handsome older man who’s alone. It usually takes me a few visits, but when I find one, I sit next to them and pull out a textbook. I cross my legs and turn my body a little towards them, giving them a view of my smooth legs and how the skirt rides up.

I pretend to study for a few minutes, and then get their attention.

“Excuse me, Sir. I’m sorry to bother you, but I’m trying to study for this test, and I just can’t understand this thing. I know this is a little weird, but can I just run something by you real quick? See if you can help me out?” They always look confused, but it quickly turns to amusement that I think they can help me.

If they don’t come over to my table, I’ll go over there. I put the book in front of them and lean in close to go over the information that I “don’t understand”. If it feels right and we have good chemistry, I spend the rest of the time talking with them, and even the married ones end up taking me to a hotel. No man can resist a hot 18-year-old wanting their dick. It’s too easy.

Again, I don’t keep them around long, why tie myself down to one person for a long time?

But they only stay if they can give me what I want.

Submission must be earned, and my classmates are simply not worthy.


Chapter Two

I put on my school uniform and headed to school, feeling like a rock was sitting in my stomach.

By time I got to history, my stomach was in knots. I jittered my right leg up and down in nerves as I sat, waiting for class to start. I had this gut feeling that my name would be called for prize. Intuition?

As Mr. Johnson stood up in front of the class, my fellow students quieted down. “Good morning.” He said and paused, and the class full of other 18-year-olds chorused a happy “good morning”, everyone excited for grade day.

“Today’s grade day, so we’ll do that first, and then get ready to talk about the civil war chapters you should have read over the week.”

He shuffled through some papers on his desk and studied one before looking at the class again.

“The top three girls in the class are: Jessica, Sarah, and Veronica. The prize is Justin.”

The girls who were called gave a little whoop as Mr. Johnson said their name, especially Jessica; first called means first fuck. Justin gave a little thrust of his fist in happiness.

Personally, I think the girl winners get the short end of the stick, since a man isn’t able to finish multiple times. With only an hour and twenty minutes per class, he can have sex maybe two times. So usually the second girl must settle for just fingering and eating out. And maybe the third, too, if he can’t go again. But all three male winners get to fuck themselves out. Not really fair.

“Just hold your horses,” Mr. Johnson said as Justin started to get up.

“Now, the male winners: Taylor, Chris, and Jake. And the prize is Rachel.” And just like that, all hopes were dashed. My name had been called.

I looked around me, embarrassed, at the winners, and they were grinning from ear to ear.

And then, my dashed hopes were brought down even farther. “Mr. Johnson?” Jake called, raising his hand. “Let’s use the rope.” He looked at the other guys, and they both nodded excitedly. Winners get to use some props, if they want, as long as they aren’t too cumbersome, make noise, or restrict talking. We do have some rules, after all. We’re not barbarians.

Mr. Johnson motioned me up to the front of the class, and I slowly walked up. Oh god, this was actually going to happen. Just the thought of it was getting my body excited. But I didn’t want to lose control in front of everybody!

I have to keep it together. No cumming, no moaning, just shut it down. I told myself as I stood in front of Mr. Johnson. “In front?” he asked the winners. The first one, Taylor, said “No, in back,” and Chris nodded.

“Turn around, Rachel.” I crossed my arms behind my back and felt him wrapping the rope around them. Heat crept up my face as I looked at the class, all of them excited to see the school prude about to get fucked in front of everybody. I was getting wet as I felt the bonds tighten around my arms.

“Remember, I still have to teach the class, so keep it quiet. Alert the class when you’re about to finish and make it quick.” The thought occurred to me that a few generations ago, just the idea of a teacher saying this in class would be horrific and end with him in jail.

“Alright, let’s get class started.”

He pushed me forward. Justin got up to go to Jessica, and as she stood up, she gestured for him to sit down. I passed them as she mounted him, straddling his legs with hers, kissing and rubbing their hands all over each other’s bodies.

Taylor was the first one called, and so the first to be fucked. He was right behind where Jessica was, and he grinned as I came over. He motioned for me to straddle him like Jessica was doing. With Mr. Johnson beginning his lecture behind me, I tried to straddle him.

He was a very handsome man, short blonde hair cropped at the side. His smile was nice, with slightly crooked teeth that gave him a sweet demeanor.

I felt awkward with my hands tied, and my face was hot with both desire and embarrassment. These boys weren’t worthy of my body, but here I was excited to give it to them just the same.

I sat down on him, and he pulled me closer, so I felt his already hard cock beneath his jeans.

He kissed my neck and wrapped his hand around me. I forced myself not to rub against him, as my body was screaming at me to do, and I felt my wetness increase on my panties.

“Damn, aren’t I lucky? The famous Rachel, and I’m gonna be the first one to fuck you.” I could feel his smile against my ear, and shivers ran through my body as his hot breath hit my skin.

He didn’t waste any time.

He pushed me back and took out his hard cock. I bit my lip as I thought about getting my mouth around it.

He lifted me up and moved my panties to the side. He slid his fingers along my slit and I saw his eyes widen with surprise at how wet I knew I was, coating his fingers. Feeling my wet pussy seemed to urge hi on. He didn’t linger and thank god he didn’t tease me about it for others to hear. Instead, he buried his face in my neck, biting it softly.

I was so turned on it hurt, but I didn’t move on my own. He grabbed my hips and moved me forward, positioning me above his cock and sat me down quickly but softly.

I felt him spread my lips, stretch my hole, and slide in way too easily. I gasped at the immediate pleasure and felt my pussy clench hard around his cock as it buried deep inside me. Taylor didn’t leave me at his base once he was in. He groaned into my neck and immediately began thrusting into me, using his hands to bob me up and down. With my hands tied behind my back I had no choice but to let him move me up and down on his cock. I told myself that I wasn’t helping him with my legs, that I wasn’t moving on my own, but I knew it was a lie.

I clamped my mouth shut and refused to moan or let it show how much I was loving the sensations he was giving me.

Electric tingles went up and down my body. Sparks flew from his teeth on my neck. Fire burned inside me as I felt his cock grate my insides and my clit rubbed against his shirt and jeans.

Jessica behind me was now moaning softly, loud enough for me to hear, as she rode Justin.

I almost lost my own resolve as Taylor’s cock buried deep inside me, pumping in and out quickly, but it wasn’t long before Taylor practically shouted, “Mr. Anderson,” shuddered underneath me, wrapped his arms around me, and gave short, sharp thrusts as an orgasm gripped him.

He bit my neck hard and stayed buried, groaning loudly into my neck.

I gasped as he came inside me, feeling him throb. Jessica and Justin’s moans of pleasure came behind me and the three of them came together, as I tried to keep it together.

Slowly he stopped thrusting, and I sat on top of him breathing hard, proud of myself for not showing the class how good it felt. I really felt like I could go through the class and not throw away my ideals, not spread my legs to anyone who wanted me, unlike the other girls.

I would come out no worse for wear, and never let these immature boys touch me again. Though maybe I’d have to search for another man to take care of me to get me through. I felt confident that these boys’ juvenile attempts to make me satisfied wouldn’t break me.


Chapter Three

I felt Taylor go soft inside me, and I slowly stood up. No longer breathing hard, I made my way to Chris near the back of the class. He grinned widely as I walked near him, my face still hot from embarrassment, and my body still hot from desire.

He pushed his chair back and I made to straddle him. Before I could, he grabbed my hips and turned me around in front of him. I wasn’t sure if he would bend me over or not, so I waited for him to direct me. I stood in front of him, facing the class ahead of me. My face burned redder still as I realized the students nearest me were looking me up and down, admiring the school prude tied up and dripping cum onto her panties.

Chris reached up my thighs and pushed my panties aside. He fingered me gently as I heard him unbuckle his pants. My traitorous body spread my legs enough to give him easier access.

He gripped my hips and slowly guided me back and down, moving my skirt out of the way to position himself. Slowly he sat me down onto his cock, and I felt the slop of wetness at my crotch spread around him as he entered me. I bit my lip to keep from moaning loudly, the mere thought of having a second cock inside me mere seconds after being cummed in from another was too much for my body to handle.

Before I knew what I was doing, I moved my ass up and down on his cock. He gripped my hips and thrust up hard. I bounced up and back down, just as he thrust again. Soon he created a rhythm between us, the force of his thrust combined with the force of my own weight slammed his cock inside me, sending wonderfully tortuous thrills through my body.

His lips found my shoulder and neck, kissing and biting. His hand reached around and started stroking my clit. I pressed my lips together, and in desperation to distract myself from the pleasure, I looked around me.

In the haze of pleasure I hadn’t realized that so many people were looking at me. Chris seemed to notice, too, and he reached up to unbutton my shirt. He lifted my bra and exposed my breasts to the class, nipples hard and erect.

The boys stared as my tits bounced with each of Chris’s thrusts, and a surprising pleasure burst through my chest as I watched them watch me. I had never been watched before, and it was surprisingly exhilarating.

Despite my efforts, a small moan escaped me, more gasp and breath than sound. But the first sound of our exchange spurred Chris on even more. He gave my nipples a pinch and tug and continued stroking my clit.

My face burned still hotter and my breath now came in short gasps as I held back from moaning and screaming. Dimly I became aware of Sarah, the second winner, sitting back in her chair, her head lolling back as Justin fingered and licked her hard. She was to the left and in front of me, and I could see her hand tangled in Justin’s hair. She looked close to coming.

I could feel my pussy clenching around Chris’s cock tighter and tighter as I watched Sarah’s pleasure, and felt the eyes of fellow students on my naked chest and slightly exposed clit.

Finally, Chris’s own pleasure overcame him. He grabbed my tied hands and used my arms to hold me in place as he thrust fast and hard. Instead of calling to alert the class, he buried his face in my back and moaned as he came, shooting his cum deep inside me, grinding me against him.

His hands were tight on my arms, and I felt me pussy clench more as I felt him twitch inside me. As we both lay there panting, him satisfied and me thanking god I hadn’t cum, Sarah called out to pause Mr. Anderson’s lecture so she could scream as her orgasm overcame her. The whole class turned to watch her, her hips twitching and thrusting into Justin’s face, her hand pulling painfully on his hair, and her other hand grabbing her breast.


Chapter Four

I had made it through two men without cumming and succumbing to my base desires. Though I had come close to laxing on my resolve, I was almost done. But as I stood up and made it over to Jake, who sat in the back row on the other side of the class, I felt worried. Jake was an interesting person.

I’ve known him since grade school, and he has always been a slacker. He was like the stereotypical skateboarder. With black hair and a cocky smile, he was sexy as hell. As I walked over to him, he looked at me with confidently, eager and comfortable with the attention he would surely be getting.

It struck me that he never did well in most classes. Not because he was stupid, but because he didn’t bother putting much effort in. How the hell did he manage to make top 3?

With my eyes I silently asked him what he wanted me to do. He pushed his chair back and motioned me to step in front of him but turn around, as Chris had done.

I did as I was directed, as natural to me as anything, at this point. I heard him stand up behind me and push me over, laying me on the desk in front. Being at the back of the class, he could move around a bit more without distracting the other students, the only real rule about grade day.

I heard him unzip his pants, and he flipped my skirt up. He hooked a finger into his panties and slowly pulled them over my ass and onto the floor. He gripped my ass and squeezed hard. I wanted nothing more at that moment than for him to spank me in front of everyone.

He didn’t. When he freed his hard cock, I heard a couple of gasps and small sounds of surprise and appreciation around us. Before I could look back and see what had caused it all, he had pressed his cock in between my thighs and glided it along my slit.

My god, he was huge. I thought it must have been my imagination, there was no way he was as big as he seemed.

He slid up to my hole and slowly pushed in. I gasped immediately. As just the head of his cock slid in, he stretched me impossibly wide. I felt a wonderful burning sensation as he pushed his length inside me. The mixture of cum and fluids from the two previous men served an adequate lubricant, even for his size, that he slid in easily, if snugly.

It seemed to keep coming, like there was no end to his size. Finally, his hips hit my ass, and his entire length was buried inside me, filling me up so completely. My legs trembled with the size and pleasure of it.

“Can you keep quiet through this?” He whispered above me, and I meekly nodded my head, no longer confident in the slightest.

My whole body trembled with suppressed pleasure and anticipation as he pulled out and slowly pushed back in. My hands balled into such tight fists they hurt.

He chuckled behind me and thrust a little harder. I gasped loudly enough to draw more looks from the students around us. He laid a hand on my back and began thrusting smoothly and slowly. Bringing his cock almost all the way out, then back in down to the base.

I couldn’t hold it for long, the pleasure was shooting down my legs and up my spine. A minute in and I was moaning quietly, unable to control it. Without realizing it I had started moaning loudly, and Mr. Anderson’s voice came in from far away. “Rachel, stop distracting the class please.”

The class laughed and one of them called out, “Looks like the prude is enjoying it!”

Jake leaned over me, sliding his hand up to my neck. “Would you like me to help?” I understood what he was offering and nodded my head. I knew it would make it harder to not cum, but I couldn’t risk screaming in pleasure for him to fuck me more for the rest of the class to hear.

His hand came and wrapped around my neck, squeezing tight enough to cut off most of my air.

With a tight grip on my neck and waist, he gave up going to slow. He pulled his huge cock back and thrust with such force my whole body rocked against the bolted-in desk.

I couldn’t get any air out around his hand, and I let my body go with the pleasure. He fucked me hard and fast, fingers digging into my flesh.

Fire burned through my entire body and I no longer saw the staring eyes or heard Mr. Anderson. All I heard was Jake’s breath near my ear, the slap of his hips on my ass. The only real thing was Jake, the whole world melted away.

My pussy clenched impossibly hard around his cock, and I felt him grate against my insides as if there wasn’t much room, sending pure fire and electricity through my whole body.

Without warning I felt the tightening in my belly, felt my legs tremble dangerously, and felt the vibration of my screams trying to tear their way out my throat.

“Mr. Anderson? I think Rachel’s at her limit,” Jake groaned above me, obviously close to his own orgasm.

I thought I heard Mr. Anderson’s droning in the background stop, and Jake took his hand away from my throat. The breath that couldn’t escape earlier, causing my vision to blur and the world to spin, finally came out in a scream of pure pleasure as my orgasm finally hit.

All I had wanted was to come out of this without cumming. But the bastard took my hips and rammed into me with as much force as he could muster, slamming the front of my thighs painfully into the desk. My body racked as I came, and I let out the loudest scream of my life. Too much for words, the pleasure overtook my mind and turned it blank, everything else in the world outside of Jake and his cock fell away into nothing.

I heard Jake come to his own orgasm, and his thrusts became more erratic. He groaned loudly and gave one final hard thrust, grinding everything he had inside of me and dumped his load deeper than any man had done before.

It hadn’t been merely his size that made me cum so hard, it was also how he had used it. He had taken over my body with such confidence that I usually only find in older men. It had thoroughly rocked me.

Our orgasms faded, but neither of us were recovered enough to continue class. He kept himself inside of me and sat down, pulling me with him. I laid my chest and head on the desk still, breathing harder than before, and felt his cock twitching inside me.

“Thank god I paid Mr. Anderson to pick you as the prize.” Jake whispered behind me. I turned my head to look at him in shock, but while I knew I should have been angry, I couldn’t make myself feel it.

He laughed, “He told me I’d have to make top three on my own, though. Talk about a motivator.”

“Why?” I asked incredulously, not able to understand why he would care enough to do all of this just to fuck me.

“I once saw you pick up some thirty-year-old dude in a coffee shop. I realized you weren’t the prude everyone thinks you are. I couldn’t figure out why you didn’t fuck any of the guys here, though. Then it hit me, if you care enough to be that picky about who you fuck, the only chance I’d ever have of fucking you would be like this.”

“But why care so much just to fuck me?”

He showed me his cocky smile and my heart gave a little flutter at how sexy he was. “I knew once you fucked me once, you’d want to do it again.”

I laughed at the audacity of it, and then paused, still feeling his cock inside me and feeling the combination of our juices sliding around inside and outside of me. He was right. There wasn’t a question, I was going to fuck him again.

“If you came keep making me cum like that, you can fuck me all you want.” I said slyly to him, giving him a mischievous smile.

“I can handle that.”

Thank you for reading! This was Secret Slut.

Similar books by me:

Mind Break (series)

Taken to the Warehouse

Bought and Sold (series)

You can find these and other stories on my Amazon Author Page: K. Lily
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